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BETRAYAL 


By 
C. Etta VAN NoRMAN 


All Rights Reserved 
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CHARACTERS 


JUDAS OF KERIOTH 
CarpHas, High Priest of the Temple 
Hanan, Aged and most influential of the ex-high priests 


IsMAEL BEN PHABI 
ELEAZER BEN Hanan } Priests 
Stmon BEN KAMITH 


ZERAH—-sister of Caiphas 
‘Two SLAVES 


Note: At the time of this conference, these five great 
priests, high priests and ex-high priests, were undoubtedly 
present, Caiphas the official high priest, Hanan, the father-in- 
law of Caiphas, and father of a line of priests, of whom 
one son Eleazer Ben Hanan was also of this group. Hanan, 
the ex-high priest, bore still the title of high-priest, possibly 
due to his influence. 


Time: Late Tuesday night of Passion Week. 
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BETRAYAL 
eA Play in One Act 


Scene: The council chamber of the chief priests in 
the palace of CAIPHAS upon the spot today called 
the Hill of Evil Counsel. The room is very for- 
mal and ostensibly used as a reception room or a 
room in which certain audiences are given. Hang- 
ing lamps give pale illumination and reveal heavy 
velvet curtains shutting off an alcove at the back, 
a curtain covered exit left, another at right, and at 
front, left and right, long low benches or seats of 
marble, near which stand braziers of burning 
incense. 

Behind the back curtains in the alcove stands the 
council table, with five chairs, three facing the 
audience, the other two at either end of the table. 
At the back of the alcove is an entrance. 

The atmosphere of the whole scene is chill and for- 
bidding though beautiful. 

CaIpHAas, middle aged, oily, and crafty, shuffles im- 
patiently up and down, until the curtain at. the 
right parts, when he turns quickly to greet ZERAH. 
She is dark, regal, and hard, with the evil of 
Jerusalem showing in her face, and now intense 
excitement also. 
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ZERAH. Hath he not come? 

CaipHas. Thou enterest unannounced, my sister, 
and thou standest in the council chamber where 
no woman may be admitted. 

ZERAH. Word came that I should come to thee, 
and here did I find thee. We stand not before 
thy fawning slaves, and here alone do I salute not 
the godly Caiphas, but Caiphas, the usurer. 

CarpHas. Thou hast spoken it. Thou knowest thy 
brother well. Hast a question? 

ZERAH. Heardst thou not the question. Hath he 
come? 

CaAIPHAS (Evading). Dost see him? Nay, he hath 
not come and if he hath failed me! 

ZERAH. Others also hath he failed, but yet the hour 
is not late, or, hath he found a better offer? 

CarpHas. And thou wouldst see him? 

ZERAH. Aye, that I might spit upon him and also 
that thou didst bid me see him. Do I not always 
thy bidding, O illustrious brother? Wherefore 
this summons, I understand it not. 

CarpHas. Said I not to thee that on Shabbath Hag- 
gadol, as night was yet young, there came to me 
from Bethany this young Judas with a strange, 
wild light in his eyes, hatred, yea—and more. 

ZERAH. Love of money, power. Do I not know 
the look. I call it madness, tho have I learned to 
hate him for it. 

CaipHAS. Hear me out. 

ZERAH. Thou didst tell me more, that my Judas 
desired much to place the young Rabbi of 
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Nazareth in thy hands, that thou mightest before 
thy council humiliate Him, prove Him false and 
have Him exiled from all Judea. 

CarpHas. Call ye Him mad? He saith unto me, 
“Or—if thou canst make Him prove Himself—He 
hath power—would it were mine.”” And I feared 
the madness in his voice. I understand him not, 
but that he is glad to deliver this blasphemer to the 
Sadducees, as he thot, for counsel. 

ZERAH. As he thot? 

CarpHas. To thee will I tell all. Thou knowest 
this man, this rabbi? 

ZERAH. Too well, hath He not robbed me? 

Carpuas. This very night hath there been one coun- 
cil, and there were made two great decisions. 

ZERAH. Ah, verily I could tell them. 

CarpHas (Suddenly brutal). Thou art of Satan. 
Knowest thou not I could kill thee? 

ZERAH (coolly). Had such a thing not once been 
done, I scarce could believe it of thee, thou art 
too cowardly. Why threatenest thou me? 

CarpHas. Thou art in my power. Without me thou 
wouldst still be upon the streets as once I found 
thee. 

ZERAH. Fear not, O Caiphas, I have no wish to 
change. I salute thee. (She bows mockingly.) 
CaipHas. Tho thou art of my blood, yet death 
awaits thee shouldst thou divulge this plan. The 
chief priests know that this Nazarene must 
disappear, but not before hath been celebrated the 

Passover, for we would have no riot. 
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ZERAH. Thou knowest He hath friends. I wonder 
not at that. 

CarpHas (Suspiciously). Art His friend? 

ZERAH. His friend? Thy humor is ill chosen. Had 
it not been for this Jesus with His appealing way, 
His talk of Kingdom and of conquest, Judas of 
Kerioth had not left me ill and alone. ‘Tell me, 
Caiphas, quickly, what thou wouldst have me to 
do? 

CaipHas. And Judas? 

ZERAH (Hotly). What of Judas? Ye ask me that, 
when ye know that I hate him with all my Jewish 
soul. Again I ask, what wouldst thou have me 
to do? 

Carpuas. We would put this man to death for He 
hath blasphemed. 

ZERAH (Smiling). Against the Sanhedrin, yea, have 
I heard He denounced thee. The man hath 
courage. 

CarpHaAs. He hath blasphemed against our God 
Jehovah, and therefore must He become an 
example to all blasphemers. 

ZERAH. Thy God? Thy god is the god of Hanan 
thy father-in-law, and of Judas, and of all the 
keepers of the temple—money, wealth, ease. But 
thou couldst not kill a simple teacher! This plot 
belongeth not to thee, Caiphas. Thou art too 
weak. I see the virtuous Hanan here. And 
would Hanan have me kill this Jew? Of much 
have I been accused, but not yet of murder. Yet 
will I hear thee out. 
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CaIPHAS. Softly, no man must know of this, but I 
have learned to trust thee. 

ZERAH (Bitterly). In evil doing only, thou priest 
of Jerusalem. 

CaipHas. Thou sayest to me things another would 
die for. By the gift of prophecy, hath it been 
shown to me that this man must be sacrificed for 
the nation. 

ZERAH. Thou believest not such a heathen prophecy. 
Give to me the truth, Caiphas. 

CarpHAs. As thou wilt. Thou speakest truly. 
Hanan, aged and crafty, jealous for his priestly 
line, fears this Jesus of Nazareth as he fears no 
other soul, that He will alienate the people, and 
so fear also all the priests and Sadducees and He 
must die. This Judas hath wavered in his purpose 
or he were here ere this. But he dares not, not 
to come to the palace of Caiphas when he is so 
bidden to do. ‘Thou art to see him, my sister, but 
see to it that he knoweth naught of the plan of 
Hanan or of my talk with thee. 

ZERAH. So thou art the tool of Hanan, and thou 
wouldst make me thy tool, and Judas mine and 
where doth the circle close? And what shall be 
said to Judas? 

CarpHas. Touch his weakness, I care not how, that 
he may be on his knees before us, but tell him not 
the Nazarene must die, tho Judas must know the 
search for the prophet hath been long. 

ZERAH. Almost would I ask thee to renounce thy 
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decision. Evil tho I may be, yet I would not 
destroy the soul of a man. And thy gain? 

CaipHas. I would not oppose the priests and 
Hanan. 

ZERAH. Yet for this year art thou high priest. The 
reason doth not stand for thou art ruler, now. 
Carpuas (Bitterly). Thou saidst truly—this year. 

Is it strange to thee that I would keep my priest- 
hood, and when Hanan goes fill his place of 
veneration. We need not this Judas, but that the 

thing may be. more subtle. 

ZERAH. Yea, thou art as Hanan. Thou wouldst 
sacrifice thine own soul to keep thy seat before 
the people. 

CaipHas. And wherefore thy bitterness? Art thou 
not doing as I bid that thou mayest keep thy 
shelter in this house? 

ZERAH. Yea, yet not so, for did I refuse to do thy 
will, yet wouldst thou shelter me for often do I 
serve thee, and thou also fearest me. 

CaripHAS. I fear thee, a woman. 

ZERAH (Going close to him, looking directly into his 
eyes and speaking slowly.) Thou fearest me for 
well thou knowest that I and I alone can expose 
thy guilt in many things. I do thy bidding now 
because it pleaseth me to see my Judas writhe 
when he knoweth the deed that he hath done. 

CarpuHas. And the other? 

ZERAH. ’Tis said He fears no death, as I told thee 
but now. List, there cometh a knock. Hath 
Hanan come? or Judas? 

CaipHAS. The priests await Judas in an inner 
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chamber and will take the council seat when thou 
hast prepared Judas for them. 

(CAIPHAS goes to left exit, raises the curtain and a 
slave enters.) 

SLAVE (Salaaming). Most high Caiphas, there 
entreateth entrance to the gate, one who calleth 
himself Kerioth. 

CarpHas. Bid him enter. Zerah, thou wilt greet 
him here, and I shall seat myself in the alcove. 

ZERAH. Thou trusteth me not far. Thou art wise. 

(Exit CAIPHAS and enter slave followed by JUDAS, a 
man young, yet old, erect, quick and nervous in 
his movements. His face is arresting, almost 
handsome, but with something in it wavering, 
sinister. As he enters and slave withdraws, ZERAH 
advances.) 

ZERAH. Peace to thee, Judas of Kerioth. 

JuDASes Peace to thisshouse.. _O How find I 
thee here, a woman of Jerusalem, in the council 
room of Caiphas? 

ZERAH. Hast thou forgotten, the great Caiphas is 
my brother? He hath a council and sent me here 
to greet thee. 

Jupas. ’Tis strange. Thou canst have no wish to 
talk with me. I would see Caiphas alone. 

ZERAH. And wouldst state thine errand? 

Jupas. He knoweth it, yet—not, for I would undo a 
wrong. 

ZERAH. Undo a wrong? I would think the ambi- 
tious Judas too proud to undo a wrong he hath 


done. 
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Jupas. *Twas not done. 

ZERAH. Thou talkest as in a jest. 

Jupas. Knowest thou not of my presence here? 

ZERAH. Nay, my brother did but tell me to greet 
thee. 

Jupas. I believe thee not. 

ZERAH. That troubleth me little, thou art the same 
Judas. Thou believest in no man, and few, few 
believe in thee. 

Jupas (Suspiciously). What mean these words? 

ZERAH. Judas, once, did I believe in thee until thou 
forsook me for another, and my wonder is 
whether He doth believe in thee. 

Jupas (Impulsively). God Jehovah, would that I 
knew! : 

ZERAH. When Zerah promised gold, thou wert 
eager to wed her, but when misfortune came then 
didst thou leave her for things of better promise. 

Jupas. Nay, Zerah, why dost thou trouble me now? 
*Tis long done. I loved thee but I loved the 
Master more and both I could not have. 

ZERAH. And lovest thou Him still? Were I to 
believe that, I could almost forgive thee. 

Jupas. Aye, I love Him still, tho but this Sabbath 
just agone did I hate Him, I would then have brot 
him to Caiphas that He might be questioned and 
sent away from all Judea, Yea, I hated Him then. 

ZERAH. Thy loves and hates are quick and destruc- 


tive, Judas. And thou hast returned to Caiphas 
too 
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Jupas. To tell him that Jesus of Nazareth cannot 
be found, and that I myself will be His protection. 

ZERAH. How canst thou do that if thou hast already 
promised the priests. Dost know what they could 
do to thee? 

Jupas. Icare not. Tho He hath upbraided me, yet 
do I love Him! 

ZERAH. And He hath presumed to upbraid Judas. 
And for what. 

Jupas. For gold that should have been mine. 

ZERAH. Thou wouldst not steal! Judas, thou art 

_ not a thief! 

Jupas. Who art thou to show horror at my deeds? 
Have I not heard of thee in all Jerusalem? 

ZERAH. Aye, and hath it never hurt thy soul, Judas, 
to think that thou couldst have saved me? 

Jupas (Unheeding). I have waited long. He hath 
talked of His Kingdom, and of the fulfillment and 
He yet remains the gentle Nazarene—aye, gentle, 
gentle. 

ZERAH. Hath He upbraided thee often? 

Jupas. Ever, with His eyes. I cannot bear His eyes 
upon me. [ look not at them, yet do I feel them— 
burning: 

ZERAH. Thou thinkest He despiseth thee? 

Jupas. He despiseth no man, He loveth all, yet me 
He doth not love, for I am not of Galilee as are 
His other disciples. 

ZERAH. Thou mayest have a darkness, Judas, 
which He cannot love. He hath bewitched thee. 
Have I not seen Him? I know His eyes. Well, I 
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know why they dwelt on me and why I could not 
look upon Him. I am sinful and that He knew. 

Jupas (Eagerly). What sayest thou? 

ZERAH (Suddenly sensing that she is not keeping 
her faith with CatpHas and that he listens from 
the alcove). I know not. We but dream. This 
man hath done thee ill, and why dost thou hesitate 
to bring Him to Caiphas? 

Jupas. I trust not Caiphas. There lieth much 
behind his smile. 

ZERAH. He is my brother. 

Jupas. Yet will I say it. 

ZERAH. Once didst thou speak of the Kingdom of 
this prophet. Dost understand him? 

Jupas. Nay, once I thot to—yet now do I not. 

ZERAH. I would tell thee my thot. There must be 
some of influence, of power in this man as thou 
saidst, and yet He doth not assert His power. 
Doth He not lack courage and would He not be 
glad for thee, His servant, wert thou to place Him 
in this Kingdom ? 

Jupas. I trust not Caiphas. 

ZERAH. If this man assert Himself, what hath He 
to fear from Caiphas, and if He do not, no punish- 
ment is His save exile. 

Jupas. Thou didst lie. Caiphas hath told thee. 

ZERAH. Nay, He hath committed no crime and do 
our priests punish the innocent? 

Jupas. Thy words are the truth. 

ZERAH. Then all these elders wish is that they may 
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rid themselves of this man’s presence. And I 
would rid myself of Him for He hath taken thee. 

Jupas. I knew not that thou didst feel it so. 

ZERAH. Thou art unable to understand love—and 
now prove thyself a man. Let us bring this man 
here. If He controlleth wealth and honor, thou 
shalt have thy share, if not thou hast revenged 
thyself on Him for neglect of thee hast proved 
that He hath lost his hold on thee—and—and— 
yet there may be happiness for both of us. Come, 
Judas. 

Jupas. Thou art an evil woman and I would have 
none of thee. 

ZERAH. As thou wilt, and also if thou wilt, lose this 
chance to prove thy master and thyself. Thy 
services are little needed, for others stand ready 
to do that which thou art too cowardly to consent 
to, and also do they stand ready to receive the coin 
of Caiphas. 

JupaAs. So he hath made an offer? 

ZERAH. I know it not, but for true service is not 
man rewarded? 

Jupas. I came not here for gold. I would not 
humiliate my Lord for money. 

ZERAH (Spitefully). Thy Lord. Nay, a man who 
hath used thee, and used thee ill, and now that He 
is about to attain His ends, doth scorn thee. And 
dost thou refuse a gift? Thou hast not lost thy 
only love, the love of gold. Nay, that still lighteth 


up thy face. 
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Jupas (Miserably). Why talkest thou to me of 
gold. Canst not let me forget? 

ZERAH. Thou never forgettest that. What is thine 
answer? If thou still hold to thy purpose to 
befriend this man, thou mayest leave, for Caiphas 
will little care. If thou wouldst still take his 
time, wait in the corridor, for it is not meet that 
one should see the priests of the temple take their 
places in the council chamber. 

Jupas. I would see Caiphas, and if he hath sent 
thee to bring me to his will, he hath had a faithful 
servant. But the fault of this, if such there be, 
rests upon thee. 

ZERAH. Thou art a man, Judas, and what thou art, 
thou art, none can alter it. (JUDAS looks puzzled 
as ZERAH rings a tiny bell and the slave enters.) 

ZERAH. Return thou with this man to the council 
chamber shortly. Peace to thee, Judas. 

Jupas.* Peace-to thee. 

(Exit JUDAS, and CAIPHAS parts the curtains at the 
rear.) 

CaIpHAS. Tis well I remained, O Zerah, for oft 
wert thou on dangerous ground. Thou hast done 
well, since thou wert watched. 

ZERAH. Well? I know not, yet do I know this, 
that revenge hath lost its savor. Judas hath it in 
him to sway with the wind, and would I had not 
caused him thus to weakly bend. 

CarpHAs (Insultingly). Thou art a woman. Thou 
lovest him still. 

ZERAH (Angrily). Thou art a fiend! I love him 
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not, but I love not death, and death there dwelleth 
in this house. 

CAIPHAS. "Tis late. 

ZERAH. Too late, now. Go ye to the council, I hear 
them. 

(ZERAH exits right, CAIPHAS rings the bell, two 
slaves enter and at a signal, draw the curtains to 
the alcove, disclosing the council table around 
which are grouped the priests. CAIPHAS takes his 
place in the center of three chairs at the back of 
the table facing front. On his right is HANAN, 
on his left ELEAZER BEN HANAN. Zt either end 
of the table are BEN PHABI and BEN KAMITH. 
HANAN, white haired, commanding, sharp nosed, 
and wicked, is the dominating figure, speaking with 
a chillness that pervades the chamber. The whole 
group is nervous. As CAIPHAS takes his place, he 
speaks.) 

CariPpHAS, Thou wilt bless this council, Hanan, 
Father of Priests? 

(HANAN rises.) 

HANAN. Bless, Oh thou great Jehovah, God of our 
temple, this council and cleanse it of all things im- 
pure, all things unrighteous, and give thy Spirit 
to these, thy holy priests to destroy those who 
would defile this place. (He seats himself.) 

CaipHas (To slaves). Bid the young Judas enter. 
(To the elders.) Elders of Israel, the way hath 
been prepared and the task is light. 

(Enter Jupas and stands before the table.) 

CaIpHAS (Suavely). Ah, Kerioth, thou hast kept 
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thy promise. Grieved am I that the priests must 
keep thee waiting. Thou hast not been wearied? 

Jupas. Nay, thy sister did greet me well. 

CaipHas. And thou wilt lead us to the prophet? 

Jupas. Nay, but rather will I bring this Jesus to 
thee, that thou mayest question Him. 

CaipHas. And He would come? 

Jupas. That will I attend to. 

CarpHas. Tell us, Judas, dost thou believe this 
man to be a God as He doth claim? 

Hanan. Ye would waste time in idle words. We 
know this answer well. 

Jupas (Heeding not HANAN). He hath that which 
no man hath. 

CarpHas. Thou wilt bring Him here on what day? 

Jupas. This night know I where He lieth, but at 
dawn will I send thee word. 

HANAN. Nay, thou art too hasty. The Passover 
cometh and we would have no whispers that spoil 
the feast. 

Jupas. Thou meanest from the multitude. Thou 
lookest for trouble ? Thou wouldst 

CarPpHAs (Swavely). He hath friends who like us 
not and they would not have Him talk with us, and 
thus we would not create ill feeling for the feast. 

Jupas. This thing hath not yet been done. Let me 
go and think it out once more. If ye would have 
Him not until after Passover, there remaineth yet 
much time. 

BEN Kamiru. Thy promise hath been given. 

HANAN. Let this man go this night. There are 
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other men less fearful who refuse not the elders 
of the temple for they know ’tis not well so to do. 

Jupas. Ye would threaten me? 

CarpHAs. Thou makest much of this, a courtesy to 
the priests for which thou shalt be well rewarded. 

Jupas. Came I not here for reward. 

Ben HANAN. Yet thou camest here in frenzy on 
the Sabbath, swearing vengeance because thou 
wouldst redeem the money this man hath robbed 
theevor: 

Jupas. Aye, three hundred pence wasted on His 
feet—when the poor 

CarpHas. The poor, Ah, Judas, little would the 
poor wish to know thee. Wouldst be a common 
thief? 

Jupas. Would ye make me worse, a traitor? 

HANAN (Sternly). Why art thou here, thou man 
of Kerioth? Thou knowest full well that the life 
of this Jesus hath long been in danger. I ask, why 
art thou here? 

Jupas. The multitudes of unbelievers lie in wait for 
Him, but not the priests of the temple! Say not 
the priests of the temple! 

CarpHas (Trying to cover HANAN’S break). Nay, 
have no fear, we 

HANAN. I speak the truth. We are done with 
words. Judas of Kerioth, we would have this 
man and soon, and thou hast pledged thy word. 

Jupas. And ye would put Him to death? 

CarpHas. Rather, would we sacrifice Him for the 
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Jupas (Wildly). Sacrifice? Jesus of Nazareth 
sacrificed. O my Prophet, forgive me that I ever 
entered here. 

(He rushes toward the exit, but at a tap from the 
bell, the two slaves thrust him back into the room 
and before the table.) 

BeN Puasi. Calm thyself, good Judas, no harm 
cometh to thee. 

Hanan (Scornfully). Thou art a woman, Judas of 
Kerioth! 

Jupas. I will hear thee out and all Israel shall 
know that its priests are unclean, defilers of the 
temple, murderers. 

HANAN. Softly, Judas, at thy first word Judas is 
in my hands. Thou hast already been accused of 
theft, and already hast thou shown lack of respect 
to the Sadducees. Beware of how thou dost 
threaten us. 

Jupas. Then I beg of thee, let me depart, I would 
not do this evil deed. Let me depart and I will say 
no word. 

HIANAN. Thou hast given thy word to us. 

Jupas. I gave my pledge to Him, before! 

HANAN. As thou hast been faithless to Him, so 
wouldst thou be faithless to us and to all men and 
things. 

(CAIPHAS the wary, the crafty, sees that HANAN’S 
pointed remarks are antagonizing JUDAS, and de- 
cides it is time to change the tactics, for he would 
not have JuDAS leave now that he entered thus 
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deeply into the conspiracy. He signals to the 
slaves, murmurs something to them. They exit 
right to return each carrying a heavy money bag, 
which they place on the table. There is silence, 
while the slaves twice repeat the process until 
there are six of the bags in a row, the wealth of 
the Sanhedrin. JUDAS stares fascinated, while the 
piercing eyes of HANAN and the leering ones of 
CAIPHAS never leave his face.) 

Jupas (Hoarsely). Money, money, then ye would 
truly offer me money, too, for this? 

(CAIPHAS slowly unties the bags, taking care to 
jingle their contents.) 

CaipHAs. Aye, money, Judas, more money than 
thou hast had since thou didst follow this man. 


(He stops suddenly, plunges his hand into a bag and 
rattles the coins loudly. The evil passion of greed 
shows more and more on the face of JUDAS, 
obliterating all other feeling.) 

CarpHas. Dost need money, Judas? 

Jupas. Money, gold. Always thou temptest me 
with gold and always hath it been thus. Can I 
never escape? Knowest thou, good Caiphas, why 
I joined the Master. He had no gold and never 
was I tempted. But later, where there was a purse 
and money, O God, He made me hold it, keep it, 
see the coins slipping thru my fingers when I 
wanted to clutch them. (He puts his hand before 
his face.) Have pity, O Caiphas, O Hanan the 


venerable, take it away, take it away! 
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(Instead, CAIPHAS pours one bag of silver coins oii 
the table to lie in a glittering heap and again 
Jupas fastens his eyes there.) 

CAIPHAS. Thine, if thou doest as we ask. 

Jupas. Mine, all mine? 

CarpHaAs. Enough that thou askest naught else. 

Jupas (Loudly). I would not betray innocent 
blood! 

CaipHas. Dost believe this man innocent? 

Jupas. Aye, and that He can save Himself from ye 
if so He desireth! 

(A silence born of superstitious fear exists for a 
moment, then CAIPHAS smiles with satisfaction at 
a new opening.) 

CarIPpHAS. Hlearken then, canst thou not see the 
glory of this thing? We condemn this prophet, He 
saveth Himself and thou art rejoiced to know His 
strength. 

Jupas. And He would know my treachery. 

CarpHas. Nay, for thou wilt but tell us where to 
find Him and we will send our soldiers. (He 
points to the coins.) Cast thine eyes upon it, all 
this silver. For every coin I fling before thee shalt 
thou have ten when He is in our hands. (He pro- 
ceeds to raise, very slowly one at a time, a coin 
far from the table, and drop it with a clear metallic 
ring before Judas’ face. JUDAS has edged nearer 
and nearer, and during the rest of the scene, this 
action continues during the conversation.) 


Jupas. I would not betray innocent blood. 
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CarpHas. See, Kerioth, here I drop ten in one— 
more than He cheated thee of—more than this 
poor prophet hath seen. 

Jupas (whispering). 1 would not betray innocent 
blood. 

CaipHaAs. And _ here—another—seest thou the 
glitter? 

Jupas. Torment me no farther! 

CarpHAS. And another—and another—and an- 
other. All for thee, Judas. And if He die, He die, 
if thou takest not the money, and if He become 
King thou art His servant. 

Jupas. Ten—twenty—thirty—forty—fifty. 

CaipHas. Aye, and more—three more—and the 
honor. Thou hast served the priests of the temple 
against this false prophet. 

Jupas (Dully). Nay, not false. 

CaripHas. If not false, again He saveth Himself, and 
establisheth His Kingdom far from Jerusalem— 
and thou—see, more silver. 

Jupas. Ten pieces of silver—ten times ten. And 
thou giveth yet more? 

CarpHAs. More—to thee better than to another. 
Ah, Kerioth, I see thee—perchance a priest thy- 
self, wealth luxury before thee and 

Jupas. Fifteen—sixteen—seventeen 


CarpHas. And thou with thy mind will be a leader 
of men. Thy Nazarene needeth prodding and 
gladly will He reward thee—twenty—Judas—and 
twenty-one and twenty-two— (Then with sarcasm 
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unnoticed by JupAs.) Almost wouldst thou per- 
suade me to join Him in this Kingdom—and thou 
art working for His good and for thine own. 

Jupas. Twenty-four, twenty-five Thou dogs, 
remove this money from me. Let me depart. It 
is blood money! 

CarpHas. But thou wilt be above all other apostles 
and He will thank thee with the eyes that have 
scorned thee. 

Jupas. Ah, would that they would once look upon 
me with love—what do I here? O, Jesus of 
Nazareth, save me! Ah, twenty-seven, twenty- 
eight, two hundred eighty pieces of silver—all 
mine—more than I have had—more than He took 
from me. He thot I was a thief—twenty-nine— 
Stop! I ama thief—put down one more, Caiphas, 
I am yours and Satan’s—forever Satan’s! and for 
thirty pieces of silver. 

CaipHAs. Nay, three hundred, when He is in our 
hands. And when, Judas? 

Jupas. Now, now let it be ended. 

CaipHaAs. Not so quickly. Not before the 
Passover. 

Jupas. I would have my silver. Now, now 

CaipHas. As thou wilt. (He uncovers the coins, 
the thirty pieces, and with a rush, JUDAS sweeps 
them into his palms.) Go quietly, Judas, and do 
the thing quietly. And come here in the night and 
the soldiers will go with thee. And the bag of sil- 
ver is thine when He standeth before this council. 

(At a signal the slaves enter and close the curtains 
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and JupaAs is left fondling the coins and 
muttering.) 

Jupas. He thot me a thief—I am more. Tonight, 
nay, the night of Passover when all is still. Oh, 
Shepherd of Israel—Thy Kingdom, ’tis done— 
Thou wilt die and come to Thy kingdom and I— 
Thirty pieces—all for thirty pieces—the rest will 
not be mine. It grows cold—I feel His eyes upon 
me. O God 

(The curtains at right are flung open and ZERAH 
stands on the threshold.) 

ZERAH. Judas, Judas, heed them not. Forgive me, 
thou must not do this thing. Once did I see Him, 
He is just, I feel His eyes upon me 

Jupas (Wildly). Wis eyes, Nay, they look beyond 
you and me. Dost know what we have done? 
Look, look, for thirty pieces—we have sent our 
Lord to death. Nay, nay, I alone, Judas the 
traitor—for thirty pieces of silver have betrayed 
innocent blood. Hear ye? I have betrayed my 
Lord for thirty pieces—and now I go to find Him 
—for thirty pieces—My Lord! (With the 
money clutched tightly to his breast he stumbles 
out leaving ZERAH cold and horror-stricken in the 
entrance.) 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS 


CLEOPAS 

BERNICE, his sister 

THE FATHER 

THe MorHer 

THE Voice or CHRIST 
DisciPLes are heard off-stage. 


ScENE—The scene is a room in the house of CLEopAS. An 
arched doorway is center back. Another door at the left 
leads to an inner room. A hand loom, two benches, and 
a large water jar are the only furnishings. 


TimE—The time is Ascension Day, following the 
Resurrection, 
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As the curtain rises the blind girl is seen weaving at 
ahand loom. She hums as she weaves. A rumble 
of excited, angry voices are heard outside. She 
hears it and gets up from the loom and starts for 
the door at the back, but is met by her mother who 
comes from the well with a jar of water on her 
shoulder. She enters excitedly looking in the 
direction of the noise. 


MorTuHer. We have not seen the end yet. 

BERNICE. What ts it, Mother ? 

MorHer. The whole village seems to have gone 
mad. 

BERNICE. Trouble? 

MoruHeER (Setting down the pitcher). Trouble! 
That is all we've had ever since Jesus of Nazareth 
came to Jerusalem and was crucified. Never have 
there been such times. (She empties the water 
jars allinto the largest jar.) 

BERNICE. What did they say this morning? 

MornHer. The sister of Thomas was at the well 
and she told of how Thomas doubted until 

BERNICE (Eagerly). Until what! 

MorTuHer. He saw Him. 

BERNICE. Saw whom? 

MorHeER. Jesus. 
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BERNICE (Dreamily). Saw Jesus. 

MorHer. He showed Thomas the very nail prints 
on His hands and the spear thrust in His side. 
BERNICE. Then Thomas 
Moruer. Then Thomas believed and acclaimed 

Him Lord and Master. 

BERNICE. And did Jesus forgive him? 

MorHer. Yes. He said, ‘“Thomas, because thou 
hast seen Me, thou hast believed. Blessed are they 
that have not seen and yet have believed.” 

BERNICE. Jesus did ever forgive. 

(Noise outside.) 

Moruer (Going to the door). How they dispute! 
Those who have not seen, call those who have 
seen fools. They say that they saw Jesus dead 
upon the cross and that was enough to convince 
them. 

BERNICE. Would that I might see Him. 

MOorTruHER (Looking about). Be careful, child, what 
you say. Do you want to be scorned and laughed 
ate 

BERNICE. Tell me more. 

Moruer. This morning they said that Jesus had 
been seen near Emmaus. 

BeRNIcE. Near Emmaus. 

MotTuer (Moaning). Oh, we have not seen the 
end yet. No good can come of all this tumult. 
The rending of the temple veil—the quaking of 
the earth—and now the dead walking about 
alive. Never have I seen such times. 

BERNICE. I know. 
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MoTHER (Noticing the untouched food on _ the 
bench). These lentils are untouched. Cleopas 
has not come? 

BERNICE. He has come and gone. 

Moruer. He has not eaten for days and he is so 
silent. 

BERNICE. He is sad now, but joy will come in the 
end. 

MorHer. Would that he might be the carefree lad 
that he was in days past. His heart seems laden. 
And lately he has been more sorrowful than ever. 

BeRNIcE. Fear not. Cleopas will be restored if we 
but have faith. 

MorHer. Not only do I fear because he seems 
seized by great sorrow, but I fear that his interest 
in Jesus will lead him into danger. The Pharisees 
are not well disposed bonis a follower of the 
Nazarene. 

Bernice. Hark! I hear his step now. 

MOoTHER (Goes to the door). Here is Cleopas. 

(CLEOPAS enters with a tired air, heated from the 
work in the hot sun, he sinks wearily down on 
the bench.) 

MorHER. Poor boy, you are tired and warm from 
the heat of the noonday sun. (Goes to the pitcher 
and takes a cup of water to him. Then she cools 
her hands in a basin and puts them on his fevered 
head.) Your head is as hot as the sands of the 
desert. 

Crieopas. Do not bother, Mother. With the cool 
of the evening it passes. 
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MorHer. Cleopas, how I wish that you might be 
carefree and gay as you once were. (CLEOPAS 
sits unresponsive in his own thoughts.) Remember 
how your laugh could always be heard above the 
others. (Sorrowfully she takes the large jar and 
goes out with it.) We have not seen the end yet. 
(CLEOPAS and BERNICE sit for a time in silence.) 

BERNICE. Cleopas, are you still here? 

CrLeopas. Yes, Bernice. J must go to the vineyard. 
The heat is enough to burn one’s very garments. 
(He rises to go.) 

BERNICE. The day is warm, but I think the fire in 
your own soul is greater. 

CLEOPAS (Starts with surprise that she under- 
stands). What do you mean by the fire of my soul? 
What do you know of it? 

BeRNIcE. I know more than you think. 

CLeopas (Eagerly). You have heard then that I 
have seen Him? 

BERNICE. Cleopas, tell me. 

CLEOPAS (Looking about). I’m afraid father will 
learn of it. He would call me a dreamer and an 
idler. 

BERNICE. I will not call you a dreamer, but a seer 
of visions. How I have wished that I might see 
Him. 

CLEOPAS. You remember that a short time ago I 
went to Jerusalem? 

BERNICE. The day that Mary Magdalene saw the 
empty tomb and went away sorrowing and met 
Jesus in the garden? 
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CLEeoPAS. That very day. It came to pass while 
Siphas and I journeyed from Jerusalem to 
Emmaus and talked together of these things which 
had happened. While we communed together 
and reasoned, Jesus Himself drew near and went 
with us. But our eyes were holden so that we 
knew Him not. And He said to us, ‘““What manner 
of communications are these that ye have one to 
another, as ye walk and are sad?” And then I 
said, “Art thou only a stranger in Jerusalem and 
hast not known the things which are come to pass 
there in these days??? And when He asked of us 
what things, I told Him about Jesus of Nazareth 
and how the chief priests and our rulers delivered 
Him to be condemned to death and have Him 
crucified. 

BERNICE. And then i 

Creopas. And then He said unto us, “‘O, fools and 
slow of heart to believe all the prophets have 
spoken: Ought not Christ to have suffered these 
things and to enter into His glory?” 

BERNICE. I know. 

CrLeopHas. When we drew nigh to the village He 
made as though He would have gone farther, but 
Siphas constrained Him saying, ‘“‘Abide with us, 
for it is towards evening and the day is far spent.” 
And He went into Siphas’ home and tarried with 
us. And it came to pass as He sat at meat with 
us, He took bread and blessed it and gave it to us. 
And then our eyes were opened and we knew Him. 


BERNICE. What did He say, Cleopas? 
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Creopas. As soon as our eyes were opened, He van- 
ished from our sight. 

BERNICE. O! Cleopas, you have seen our Master! 

CLEopAs. Seen and not known! 

BERNICE. You're sad? 

Creopas. You cannot understand. Now how can 
I know what He would have me do? 

BERNICE. Surely He will tell you. 

Creopas. No. He cannot now. He gave me my 
chance and I did not take it. I followed Him to 
His death. I was ready to take up my sword and 
fight for Him and His kingdom. 

BERNICE. His kingdom was one of love rather than 
of the sword. 

Creopas. I know. Then after His death, em- 
bittered by failure I was ready to go back to the 
vineyard—I was ready to forget. 

BERNICE. You could never have forgotten, 
Cleopas. 

Creopas. He walked with me by the way and my 
heart was made to burn within me. 

BERNICE. It is your great love. 

CLeoPpaAs. O, do you not understand! This fire 
within me. Neither night nor day can I forget 
that I might have known His desires—but now— 
it is too late. 

BERNICE. No, brother dear, it is not too late. 


CLeopas (At this point his father appears at the 
door unnoticed by either). Would that I might 
turn back time and live again that day on the road 
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to Emmaus. What shall Ido? I know not which 
way to turn. 

FATHER (Pretending not to have heard). Ho, 
Cleopas. Why are you not in the vineyard? 
Surely the pruning is not all done yet. 

CLeopas (Rising). Father! 

FATHER (Goes over to the water jar and takes a 
drink). My son? 

CLeopas (Makes as if to go). The heat of the day 
grew too intense. I'll go now. 

FATHER (Holding him with a gesture). Don’t go, 
Cleopas. I want to talk with you. (The sister 
goes back to the loom and the father sits on the 
bench and CLEOPAS on the stool.) Sit down. 
(Motions to the bench.) Is it true, this story I 
hear of your seeing Jesus, the man who was cruci- 
fied with the thieves? 

Creopas. It is true. 

FATHER. Where did you see Him? 

CLeoPpAsS. On the road to Emmaus. 

FATHER. I heard the story in the market place, but 
I would not believe it. (He walks about disturbed, 
then goes back to CLEOPAS.) Son, you must for- 
get this. 

CLEoPAS. You do not know. 

FATHER. I know this, there is some trick.. This 
man was not Jesus, but an impostor. 

Cieopas (Rising). I cannot hear you say that. 

FATHER. Cleopas, I have lived many years more 
than you. You are but a youth full of dreams and 
fancies. Dreams are all right and dreaming has its 


aaa 


CLEOPAS 


place. But, O, Cleopas, its place is not to make 
my son unhappy and sorrowful. (Goes over to 
him.) Come, Cleopas, I fear for you. The 
Pharisees and the Romans are not kindly disposed 
towards a follower of Jesus. 

CLeopas. Do you know what you are asking me? 
You are asking me to forget dreams that are 
dearer to me than life itself. Gladly would I have 
died for Him. But now I am left helpless and 
know not which way to turn. 

FATHER. Cleopas, let me show you the way. 

CLeopAs. How can you, Father? 

FATHER. I am older than you. I have the wisdom 
of years. My son, forget these dreams of youth. 

Cieopas. And if I forget—? How can I, when I 
walked with Him 

FATHER. A change of scene—distant lands 

CLeopAs. Distant lands—you want me to go away, 
Father? 

FATHER. I received this word from your uncle only 
yesterday by caravan. (Unrolls a scroll.) 

Creopas. My uncle from Persia? 

FATHER. Yes. He is growing old, and he longs for 
your presence. He asks that you come and live 
with him, and follow his career. 

CLEoPAS. Become a great silk merchant, like him? 

FATHER. He tells you so here. (He hands 
CLeoPas his uncle’s letter.) 

CLeopas (Taking the letter). Father! 

FATHER (As CLEopas reads eagerly). You will see 
that when he dies, all his wealth will become yours. 


[ 34 ] 


CLEOPAS 


CLeoPAS (Reading). My uncle is generous! 

FATHER. He will love you as his own son. 

CLEoPAS (Putting down the letter). It is wonderful 
—coming to me—but 

FATHER. But what? 

CLeoPpAs. You know, Father, I—do not wish to go 
far from—Galilee 

FATHER. Are you still thinking of that impostor? 

Cxieopas. I am still thinking of Jesus. 

FATHER. Cleopas, where is your wisdom? It 
should not be hard to choose between a misguided 
fanatic and the road to success. One way leads 
to danger, the other to wealth and luxury. 

CLeopas. Father, it is hard! 

FATHER. Do you know I love you, my son? Do 
you know I only desire your happiness? (Puts 
his hand on his son’s shoulder.) 

CrLeopaAs. When must I decide? 

FATHER. You may have until sundown. Your 
uncle’s caravan leaves at dawn. 

Cieopas. I will make my decision. (Goes out.) 

FATHER (Follows his son to the door and watches 
him out of sight then turns and lifts his hands to 
his God). Oh, great Jehovah, guide my son 
aright! Lead his feet in the paths of wisdom. 
Let all his ways be pleasantness, and all his paths 
be peace. (FATHER sits on the bench. BERNICE 
pauses in her weaving.) 

Bernice. Methinks, Father, Jehovah hast heard 

thy prayer, though His answer may be strange to 

thee. 
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FATHER. Daughter, I wish only happiness for my 
beloved son. 

(MOTHER enters excitedly.) 

Moruer. The air is full of rumors. Others have 
seen Jesus. He speaks with His disciples, here, 
there, and everywhere. Even now they say He is 
coming down the road. 

FaTHER. They only think they see Him. 

MorTHer. Where is Cleopas? 

BERNICE. Out in the vineyard. 

FaTHER. I have shown him his uncle’s letter. He 
has gone out to be alone and make his choice. 
(Voices are heard.) — 

MoruHer. We shall miss him sorely, but thou art 
right. It will be a quiet household with our only 
son gone from us. 

BERNICE. Hark, I hear voices coming nearer. 

(MOTHER goes to door.) 

Moruer. There are people, in great numbers, 
drawing near our hilltop. 

FaTHER. They gather constantly in larger and 
larger numbers everywhere. I shall rejoice when 
this excitement dies away. 

MoruHer. Yet it increases daily. Even Cleopas, 
our Cleopas, meets with them, telling them how 
Jesus looked and spoke. My husband—could he, 
do you think, could it have been the truth? 

FATHER. It is true he thinks he saw Him. That is 
all. | 


MorTuHerR. Never have there been such times. 
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FATHER. They have been strange. The earthquake 
and the storm on Golgotha. 

BERNICE. The awakening of the dead. 

FATHER. A mystery—but it will pass, as other mys- 
teries have. 

Moruer. My husband, do you yourself wonder? 

FATHER. Never! My judgment rests too firmly on 
the ground. An impostor, a gentle impostor, it is 
true, but a mistaken one. 

MorTHer. You are trying to convince yourself. 

Fatuer. How can a man of keen judgment give 
himself over to such a folly? Some strange de- 
lusion possesses all the people. 

BERNICE. Thomas saw the nail prints in His hands 
—and the spear thrust in His side. 

FATHER. Thomas is another weakling. ; 

Moruer. But—yet I cannot understand. Men 
have been crucified before—and no angels have 
come to guard an empty tomb. 

FATHER. They only thought they saw the angels. 
The man’s strange sayings, and His own claim to 
divinity. And then 

BERNICE. Then what ? 

FATHER. He touched the hearts of simple folk. 

MoruHer. The women at the well loved to tell of 
His deeds of healing. 

FaTHER. But now He is dead. Let the dead remain 
dead. 

Moruer. Oh, if Cleopas can only bring himself to 
feel as you do. 

FATHER. Cleopas is beginning to see wisdom. 
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Moruer. Oh, I am so glad! I feared his zeal 
would lead him into trouble, and the Jews would 
take him, even as they took Jesus. 

FATHER. They will not be able to when he goes on 
his long journey. 

Moruer. You think, then, he will go? 

BERNICE. Will he be away from us many months? 

FATHER. Persia is a long way. 

Moruer. Does your brother wish to keep him 
always? 

FATHER. He will teach our boy the ways of eastern 
traders, and treat him as his own son. 

Moruer. Your brother has great wealth—— 

FATHER. And no son of his own. 

Moruer. Then Cleopas ig 

FATHER. Cleopas will have it all some day. 

MorTnHer. That is great good fortune. 

BERNICE. Is it? (They pay no attention to her.) 

Moruer. When must Cleopas decide? 

FATHER. By sundown. 

MorHer. My boy—my boy—I shall miss him. 
Are you sure he will consent? 

FATHER. If he does not, I shall tell him he must 
leave my house. He will tire of his obstinacy and 
return much humbler. 

MorTuer. You wouldn’t turn him out! 

FATHER. I shall not have to. Cleopas was ever an 
obedient son. So sure am I that he will go, that 
I ask you now to pack his linen for the journey. 

Moruer. I will go. (She leaves.) 

Bernice. Father, why do you do this thing? 


[ 38 ] 


CLEOPAS 


FATHER. To get my son out of danger. 

BERNICE. Do you see this pattern I am weaving? 

FATHER (Going over to the ioom). You do most 
excellent work. The design is very lovely. 

BERNIcE. Father, do you know what I think? 

FATHER. Nay, only that thy thoughts are beautiful. 

BERNICE. I believe that God has two patterns for 
Cleopas to weave his life by. He must choose 
whether to take the pattern of gold, or the pattern 
of love. 

FATHER. Thy thoughts are long, long thoughts. 
(He strokes her head, and walks back to the 
bench.) I must go and prepare a message for my 
brother. It is many years since we last met. 
(The FATHER goes out, the MOTHER returns with 
garments over her arm. She begins to fold them 
feverishly. The daughter goes on with her weav- 
ing. Presently CLEOPAS enters, looking about.) 

CLeopas. Where is Father? 

MorHe_er. In the inner room writing to your uncle. 
Why have you come back now? What makes you 
look so worn, my boy? 

CLeopAs. I am going away—now. I do not want 
to see my Father again. 

MorHeER. Going now? The caravan is not ready. 

Creopas. I am not going by caravan. 

MotHeR. Then let your Father arrange for you 
to join other travellers. He will be so happy over 
your decision. ; 

CLeopas. You do not understand. 

Moruer. I know it has been hard for you. 
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Creopas. Hark! Are those the disciples? (There 
is a sound of voices outside and CLEOPAS listens 
intently. The voices are acclaiming the risen 
Lord.) 

Moruer. Your Father always considers your safety 
and your happiness. Remember first your duty to 
him. (The voice of Jesus is heard outside. He 
is talking to His disciples, and His voice carries 
with a soft clear note.) 

Voice. He who loves father and mother more than 
Me is not worthy of Me. He who loves son and 
daughter more than Me is not worthy of Me, and 
he who does not take up his cross and follow Me 
is not worthy. 

(CLEOPAS hears this, but he is so disturbed by his 
inward struggle that it is more to him like the 
voice of his own conscience. The mother, busy 
with her work, apparently does not hear it at all, 
but BERNICE lifts her face in complete self- 
surrender. ) 

MornHer. These are homespun robes I pack for 
you, but soon you shall be wearing silken abayahs 
and turbans wrought with thread of gold. 

Voice. I say unto you, be not anxious about your 
life, inquiring what you shall eat or what you shall 
wear. Is not your life more than food, and your 
body more than raiment. 

DiscipLes (Unseen). Master, Master! 


CLeopas. Is that what life is for—purple and fine 
raiment, Mother? 
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Voice. Seek first the kingdom and all these things 
shall be added unto you. 

Discretes. Lord! Dear Lord and Master 

(She now hears the voices.) 

MorTHER (Quickly, to drown out the voice). You 
will come back to Jerusalem and all men will say, 
“That is Cleopas, who lived here in his youth, and 
now he is a great merchant.” 

Voice. If any man wishes to follow Me, let him re- 
nounce self, take up his cross and follow Me. 
What profiteth it a man if he gain the world, and 
lose his own soul ? 

(Suddenly CLEOPAS becomes aware that the VOICE 
is a real one, and not the echo of memory, and as 
the DisciPLEs are heard again, murmuring Lord, 
Master, Christ!, he turns to the door. His 
MOTHER bars the door so he can’t pass.) 

Creopas. Mother, Christ is there, among them! 
Among the disciples! Let me go! 

Moruer. No, my son, no! 

Creopas. Master! Master. (He stares be- 
wilderedly through the door.) Gone! Too late— 
too late. 

BERNICE. No, Cleopas, not too late. 

Crieopas. No, not too late. I'll follow Him risen 
or dead. Tl work for Him—fight for Him— 
without a sign ! 

BERNICE. Cleopas, there is your sign! See! The 
Light! 

(A ray of light slips in through the open door. It 
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is the light of the Ascension, and she is the first to 
see it.) 

Creopas. There is the light. Christ is the light 
and the way. (Gazing out through the door at 
her word.) Oh, Christ, I see it all now. Thou 
are not of the world, but of the spirit. Thy King- 
dom is not of the sword, but of love. Thy spirit 
is near us, nearer than hands or feet. Thou didst 
say, that if we loved one another, we were your 
disciples. My Lord, the way is hard, but the 
reward is peace—Peace not as the world giveth— 
but the peace that comes from taking one’s cross 
daily and following after Thee. Master! Master! 
I am Thine. 

(The FATHER enters and sees his wife and son and 
daughter in attitudes of adoration.) 

CLEOPAS. Father, there has been a miracle! A 
light, celestial, came in through the door—a sign 
of the risen Lord. 

MoTHer. Come! For there has been a wonder 
shown to us. 

Bernice. Father! Even with my blind eyes, even 
with the light of my soul, I saw the vision of the 
spiritual life. 

FATHER. I care not for visions. There shall be 
One sane man left in Judea. 

(The light increases.) 

BERNICE. Walk in the light, Father. 

CLEOPAS. Come, and see! 

FATHER. No. 

BFRNICE. For the sake of thy children. 
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FATHER. I dare not! 

_ (The blind girl rises from her loom and walks across 
to her FATHER, and taking him by the hand, leads 
him to the door.) 

BeRNIcE. Dear Father. It is Christ, ascending into 
Heaven. 

(The FATHER sees the miracle of Christ slowly 
ascending into Heaven, while murmurs of wonder 
and awe from the DiscIPLes fill the air.. BERNICE 
kneels in the doorway.) 

Creopas. A new day has dawned! A new life 
begun! For all of us! 

(The MOTHER, with tears of joy, kneels. CLEOPAS 
stands at the doorway, facing the light, and 
BERNICE behind him in adoration. A voice 1s 
heard very soft and clear, as the voice of one 
ascending into Heaven, and reaching a great 
height. ) 

Voice. Lo, I am with you always, even unto the 
end of the world! (They lift theirs arms upward, 
and join the cry of the DIscIPLEs). 

ALL. My Lord and My God! 


END ® 


[ 43 ] 


Pate hie 22! | 


ar ks 


THE DOOR 


By 
HELEN COALE CREW 


“The Bridegroom came: and they that 
were ready went in with him to the 
marriage; and the door was _ shut.” 


All Rights Reserved 


For Permission to Produce this Play 
Apply to the Publishers 


PERSON E 


THe MASTER 
THE BRIDE 
‘THE SHEPHERDS: 
BELA 
PELEG 
DaTHAN 
AROD 
ASRAEL 
THe Wise MAIDENS: 
EVETH 
ANA 
HANET 
MERLA 
JANNIS 
THE Foo.tisH MAIDENS: 
MiriAM 
ANIEL 
JAEL 
Evip 
ZILLAH 
Four DaNnciINnc GIRLS 
Two MEN SERVANTS 


[ 46 ] 


THE DOOR 


Springtime in Judea. The hour is well towards mid- 
night. The sky is dark save where the moon rides 
down to her setting. The background is a great 
stone house, flat-roofed. There are no windows 
in the facade, but in the center, at the head of a 
shallow flight of broad. stone stairs, there is an 
arched doorway, with a heavy door of oak hung 
upon enormous hinges. The air is chill, and 
odorous of blossoms. At the left foreground an 
olive tree spreads its branches. At the right is a 
garden gate. The Shepherd BELA enters through 
the gate. He puts his shepherd’s pipe to his lips 
and blows a few bars of melody. Other pipes 
answer his, and four other shepherds enter, and 
join him. 

PeLEG. No sign of the Master? 

Beta. No sign. The women of the household are 
fretted at the delay. Me he cannot fret. Let him 
come when he will. 

Arop, It is said the maidens are coming forth all 
agog, to meet the Master and his bride. 

Beta. The maidens posted me at the far gate of 
the garden, but I have seen no sign of the Master, 
not even a great way off. Let them post another 
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there. I have watched until my eyes are starting 
from my head. 

DaTHAN. How chill it is! Did you see the sunset? 
It was sharp and green. A cold night for bring- 
ing a bride home. What pleasure is there in a 
springtime whose cheek is cold? 

AsRAEL. Cold? Have you forgotten the noon’s 
warmth? Thé rocks on the hilltop pasture were 
hot. And how the sun drew forth sweet odors 
from the mint and the thyme! 

Arop. Hot enough we were up there at noon, with 
not so much as a juniper bush for shade. The 
sheep kept their noses in the wind. 

ASRAEL. Hearken, now! I saw three hawks yester- 
day, hanging upon the sky. It is an omen. May 
Jehovah forfend mischief! 

Arop. Cold or warm, the hyacinths are purple in 
the thickets and the crocuses are bubbling up 
underfoot. 

DaTHAN. And the cranes have come up from 
Egypt, too, cooling their feet in the pools. 

Beta (Mysteriously). Wait till you hear what I 
beheld with these eyes this day at early morning. 
Cranes from Egypt, forsooth! Why I saw one 
of those little maiden-creatures from the Greek 
lands, as they tell, slipping into the trunk of the 
willow beyond the sheepfold. As I live! With 
great eyes and little anxious face, and haste in 
every limb. 


(They all laugh at him and beat him with their 
staves. ) 
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ASRAEL. By the God of my fathers! "Twas a milk- 
maid gone early to the milking! 

BeLa. For that you shall hear no more. How I 
took her upon my knee. How... 

Arop (Derisively). ’Twas a newborn calf! With 
its great eyes! With its anxious face! (All roar 
with laughter.) 

DaTHAN. That four-legged whiteface keeps me 
busy. She will be lambing now at any hour. 
Would the beast be obliging enough to bring 
forth by daylight? Not she? Up yonder on 
the hill she is, bleating in the chilly dew. 

PeLec. Well, the master will lie warm tonight. 
They say the bride is out of Syria. She would 
have great eyes, like Bela’s Greek creature. 

Arop. Well enough; but what of her tongue? 

BELA. There is much gossip on that score among 
the maidens. They fear a fiery temper. ’Tis 
guessed by all that she must be beautiful, else 
how would she have pleased the Master? 

The door of the house opens and ten maidens come 
out, closing the door behind them. The five wise 
maidens are clothed in white, the foolish maidens 
are in various colors. Each of the ten carries a 
lighted lamp. They pause upon the broad upper 
step. The shepherds draw up close. 

EveTH. He is late, the Master. 

Miriam. And the feast is spread. 

ANA. I myself prepared the table. I spread it 
with a damask cloth. Cups of silver I set thereon. 

ANIEL. Figs in a golden bowl I placed in the center, 
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and dishes of honeycomb about it, and sweetmeats 
at the four corners. 

Haner. I brought up wine-flasks from the cave, 
where they lay cradled cool in gossamer cobwebs. 
And I set the candelabra in place. 

JAEL. I swept the bridal chamber, and hung cur- 
tains about the lofty bed, and I hung a linnet in a 
cage at the casement. 

MERLA. I sewed little silver wind-bells upon the 
fringe of the curtains. Every wind of the night 
will stir them to faint music, such as one hears in 
dreams. 

Eviv. I scattered the floor with fragrant herbs. I 
sprinkled the dried flowers of thyme and of 
lavender upon the pillows and upon the lordly 
coverlet. White asphodels I set in an earthen jar. 

JANNIs. I filled pitchers with water from the well 
to cool the parched throat of the bride. And other 
pitchers I filled with milk and with wine, lest she 
be athirst in the night. 

ZILLAH. When ye had done all that there was 
nought left that I might do. But I loosened a 
prayer to the Lord Jehovah from my heart, 
and hung it at the bed’s head. I prayed that he 
might give the bride a tender heart us-ward. 

BELA. Peace to you, maidens! 

Maipens. And to you, shepherds! 

BELA. And joy to us all! 

PELEG. How shall you women like the rule of a 
new mistress? 

Wise Marpens. If it please the Master. 
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Foo.tisH MAIDENS. Yes, if it please the Master. 

MiriAm. Ah, but no! After all, were we not well 
off with only the ancient one, his mother? 

ANIEL. She was too old to see... . 

JAED. Or to: pear... .. 

Evip. And too wearied to be ever over us at the 
spinning and the weaving. 

ZILLAH. And slept often by day and was early a-bed 
at night. 

Miriam. Many a time we oiled the hinges of the 
aereatsdoOOreana. 

MAIDENS. And crept out... . 

SHEPHERDS. To us! 

(ASRAEL lifts his pipe and plays, and the shepherds 


sing :) 


Night! 

And the moon has come to pass, 
And the feet of the shepherds, 
The feet of the maidens, 
Dance in the grass! 


Night! 

And the south wind strings his lyre. 
And the hearts of the shepherds, 
The hearts of the maidens, 

Flame into fire! 


(When the song is finished the foolish maidens lay 
down their lamps in the grass, and they and the 
shepherds dance in the moonlight. The wise 
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maidens stand under the olive tree, watching, each 
with her lamp, brightly burning, held in careful 
hands.) 

Evetu. I would we were dancing. 

OTHERS. I would we were! 

EveTH. But the Master bade us be ready to meet 
him. When the moon goes down presently it will 
be dark. Are your lamps well filled? 

OPHERS 5 esi es. 

ANA. I was awearied when I had finished my work. 
(She yawns widely, All the others yawn with 
her.) But I filled my lamp nevertheless. 

Hanet. [ too, I said to myself that it must be done, 
for the garden would be dark when the Master 
and the bride arrived at the further gate. 

MeERLA. I said as I filled mine, this little bronze 
lamp shall be a steady glowworm tonight for the 
master and his bride—if indeed there be such a 
thing as a steady glowworm. 

JANNIs. I thought, I will hold up my lamp near 
the bride’s face, to see if she be beautiful, and to 
show her that I am also. 

Evip. They will come in by the far gate, where the 
boxwood borders the path and the mulberry tree 
stands like a sentinel. It is but early springtime, 
but already the oleander is sweet, and the nightin- 
gales are singing. Underfoot the quails are 
piping, wearied, poor things, by their flight across 
the desert. 

Mera. The Lord Jehovah is merciful. I pray 
He bring us a tenderhearted mistress. 
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ANA. One that looks not into the churn to appraise 
the butter before it has come. 

HANET. One that lingers not in the courtyard when 
we spin there. Ah me! I should be unsettled 
were her eyes upon me, and break a thread. 

(The dancers cease. The foolish maidens stoop in 
the grass to pick up their lamps, and lo, the oil is 
consumed and the flames have gone out! The 
maidens wring their hands and moan pitifully.) 

Miriam. Woe is me, I forgot to fill my lamp! 

OTHERS. We also! We forgot to fill our lamps! 
(They droop and sway mournfully like weeping 
willows along a water-course.) 

Miriam. I thought the Master would come early, 
so that the oil in my lamp would suffice. 

ANIEL. I was stitching the bride’s name in thread 
of scarlet upon a linen napkin. How could I 
remember about the oil? 

JAEL. I was stitching silver beads upon the hem of 
my green gown. I thought they would fringe it 
like dewdrops in the moonlight, and so catch the 
bride’s eye pleasantly. I should have bent the 
weight of my mind upon the lamp. 

Evip. O bitter plight! It was to me that the 
Master said, “See that ye ten maidens of the 
household bring lighted lamps to the far gate of 
the garden, where we shall alight from our camels, 
for I would not have my bride bruise her foot 
upon a stone or stumble in the darkness.”’ 

ZILLAH. Ahme! I made little cakes of barley flour 
and milk and honey, with spice of cinnamon within 
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and seeds of anise atop—and when did I ever for- 
get my duty before? Heart-shaped I fashioned 
the little cakes, so that perchance in her delight 
the bride might smile upon me. 

Miriam. Ah, perchance we shall never behold the 
bride face to face! Perchance other maidens will 
take our places, and we be put at the outdoor 
work—carrying the winnowed wheat in baskets 
from the threshing floor, setting up scarecrows in 
the ripening fields, or even, up on the rocky hill- 
sides, tending the evil-smelling goats! 

Hanet. Then will our hands that are tender become 
bruised and broken, and our skillful fingers no 
longer be able to guide the needle. 

(The five foolish maidens fall a-weeping.) 

BELA. Come, pretty ones, dry your tears. There 
is oil a-plenty, surely. Do you but go in and fill 
your lamps now. 

ANIEL (To the wise maidens, accusingly). But why 
did you not warn us to fill our lamps? 

FooLisH MamwDens. Why? Why? 

ANIEL. Or give us of your oil? 

FootisH MAIDeNs. Why? Why? 

MeERLA. There was much to think of. My heart 
was in a whirl the day long. 

Hanet. The Master’s mother hurried us so. Can 
one hurry and yet think of others? MHurry is like 
the blowing of the wind—confusing, disturbing. 

EveTH. I saw you not when I went to the cave for 
oil. It was dark there. I had much ado to fill my 
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ANA. When I filled my lamp there was but little left 
in the cask. 

JAnnis. When I filled my lamp I took the last drop. 

FooLisH MAIpDENS (Wringing their hands). We are 
lost! We are lost! 

PELEG. Come now, come now, let a man get you 

_ foolish maidens out of trouble! In my mother’s 
hut in the valley there is oil in abundance. We 
will go there and fill your lamps. 

ZILLAH. But it is at the bottom of the hill—a long 
way. 

Evip. And the Master may come while we are gone. 

Mir1iAM. We shall be footsore, and there will be the 
dust of the road upon our bridal raiment. 

JAEL. We shall be torn by thorn-bushes in the dark. 
I fear the dark. 

ANIEL (whimpering). If we should pass an ewe 
a-lambing I should scream with fright. 

DATHAN (Jmpatiently). But there is nothing else 
to do. Cannot your women’s wits understand 
that? 

Arop. If a woman hath wits, indeed! 

ASRAEL. Let us leave off speech and act. You shall 
see how it can be done. (Puts his arm about 
MirIAM.) See, pretty one, I will lift you over 
the dusty places of the road, thus. (Carries her 
off on the left.) 

BELA. Ha! The wisdom of a beardless lad! What 
he can do, I whose beard is sprouting can of a 
surety do also! Come, then, loveliest! (He 
draws ANIEL away.) 
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PELEG. Come, mistress Jael, who art whiter than 
the whitest lamb in my flock. (JAEL goes with 
him without overmuch ado.) 

Arop. Evid, little one! The wind shall be our 
chariot, and we shall drive like that Jehu that our — 
fathersitell. of): . .-1Clhey yoropi.) 

DATHAN. Had I your hand in mine, my queen, we 
might go anywhither in safety. (ZILLAH puts her 
hand in his and they go laughing off after the 
others.) 

(The wise maidens watch them go. They come out 
from under the tree into the moonlight, looking 
after the departing figures.) 

EvetH. I am sorry for them, the poor foolish 
maidens. 

MERLA. Ah yes! I am sorry for them too, but .. . 

EvetuH. They cannot come quickly back from the 
hut of Peleg’s mother. It is quite at the bottom 
of the hill. 

ANA. It will take time, for first there is the olive 
orchard to pass through, and then the little path 
across the thornbrake, and last they must needs 
cross the brook and pass around the mill. 

HAnet. And the return will be all uphill, and there 
is an owl that hoots nightly in the thornbrake. 
His voice is the voice of desolation. Never do I 
go that way to the mill, but round about through 
the vineyard. 

Jannis. Me, I should not mind the owl if I had a 
lad with me. 
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ANA. I would we had the lads ever with us. I could 
put up with a lad or two. 

EvetH. The foolish maidens! They have the lads 
tonight, but the Master will be angry in the 
morning. 

Mera. Ofscourses But. -% + 

EvetH. And to give the new bride cause for com- 
plaint or ever she is carried over the threshold! 

ANA. Good maidens too, they are, like ourselves. 

Jannis. And playful and merry, as are we also. 

Haner. I pity them. They may never be merry 
again before old age is upon them. 

MERLAY “ityis-so:. Andiweét.. 

EveTH. Speak your mind. 

Merta. Leanclose! (They do so, with their heads 
together.) Perchance we who are wise will win 
the favor of the Master and his bride over and 
above those who have been foolish. It is folly to 
be foolish. 

(They sway apart, a little shocked. Then their 
heads come together again.) 

HANET. It is true that wisdom should be rewarded, 
and faithfulness remembered. 

MERLA. We shall be closer to the bride. She will 
bid us eat at the table with her, while the others 
serve. 

ALL. Oh, oh! 

EvetH. She will shorten the spinning hours for 
our sakes. 

(Aiton es.<ves: 

HANET. She will bestow upon us, the faithful, the 
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garments she lays aside—the silken gowns, the 
linen shifts, the aprons made in Damascus, the 
shawls from Persia. 

ALL. Why not, indeed! 

ANA. Sweetmeats we shall be tasting, while the 
foolish are dipping a sop in goat’s milk 

JANNIS (Clapping her hands). And oh! And oh! 

OTHERS. What? What? 

JANNIs. The lads! The lads will be inclined unto 
us! 

(They sway dreamily, laughing softly, nuzzling soft 
cheek with cheek, but having always a care for 
their lamps. Suddenly -there is a sound of music 
in the house. They spring apart, startled. 

EveTH: Hark! 

ANA. The musicians! 

Hanet. The Master cometh! 

(The moon goes down.) 

MERLA. Faithless Bela, who did not stay at his 
post at the far gate. We must hasten! 

JAnnis. Ah me, I pity them! (Looking off left.) 
They will be too late! 

(They hurry through the little gate into the garden, 
and disappear with their twinkling lamps into the 
darkness. The great door of the house is thrown 
wide, and light and music stream forth. Two 
men-servants come out with flaming torches which 
they place in sockets, one on each side of the door. 
When they are gone in, four dancing girls come 
out, and dance upon the broad step at the door. 
While they are dancing, enter by the gate the 
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MASTER and his bride, followed by the wise 
maidens. They watch the dancers until they finish 
and go within. Then the MASTER and the bride 
ascend the steps and stand before the door.) 

Master. This is your home, Joy of my heart! 

Brive. I greet my home, my lord. (With arms 
stretched upward.) 

Hail, O Roof, protector of all beneath! 

Hail, O Door, that usherest in my lord’s friends 

And keepest at a distance my lord’s enemies! 

Hail, O Cypresses, guardians of the estate of my 
lord! 

Hail, ye little Grassblades, that creep up to the home 

Of him I love! 

Hail ye Maidens of the household, tender and young, 

And wise withal, that render faithful service 

To your master! 

Hail, ye blessed Threshold, that severest me from 
the desert 

And bringest me to the hearth of my lord and 
master! 

(She stoops and kisses the threshold of the door.) 

MASTER (Lifting her in his arms). 

Thou art the sun which shineth upon me. 

Thou art the winds that cool me. 

Thou art the water that quenches my thirst. 

Thou art my home and my hearth. 

Thou art my food and drink and all my comfort. 

Thine eyes are jewels. 

Thy face is a great glory. 

Thy hands and feet are as silver and ivory. 
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Thy speech is gracious music. 

Thou art mine, my beloved! 

(He carries her over the threshold. The wise 
maidens follow, and behind them the great door 
shuts. There is a sound of panting breath and 
hurrying feet, and the shepherds and the foolish 
maidens enter from the left. Each maiden carries 
her lighted lamp.) 

MaIpENs. The door! The door! It is shut! 

SHEPHERDS. Too late! Too late! 

Miriam. They have gone in, the wise maidens! 

JAEL. They have gone in with the bride and the 
bridegroom. 

IANtEIL, “They have seen her faccetoutace. 

Evip. Perchance the *Master blessed them and 
called them faithful. 

ZILLAH. We shall walk to and fro in the house 
beneath the cloud of the Master’s disapproval. 
We shall sit at the loom under the frowning coun- 
tenance of the bride. 

(They kneel bowed upon the earth, weeping.) 

PELEG. Perchance the door is not barred. (He 
runs up to the door, pulls and pushes, but the door 
is barred. He comes down again.) 

ANIEL. Let us maidens beat upon the door. 

(The five maidens hurry up to the door and beat and 
beat upon it, with ineffectual fists. They come 
down, chanting mournfully. 


MAIDENS. 
Woe is us! Woe is us! 
Woe! Woe! 


[ 60 ] 


THE DOOR 
Hardened is the heart of the Master 


And he knoweth not compassion. 

Hardened is the heart of the bride, 

Who turneth away from her handmaidens. 
Beta. Well, the fault lies at your own door. 
Evip. But it was such a little fault! 

ZILLAH. Little indeed, and our years of faithful- 
ness were many. 

ANIEL. Only a moment of forgetfulness. Who 
would not forget one little thing out of so many 
preparations for the marriage feast of the 
Master? 

MiriAM (Suddenly). It was the lads! 

SHEPHERDS: What? What? 

Miriam. They did not hurry us sufficiently! 

SHEPHERDS. When? When? 

Miriam (With accusing finger). Going down to 
the hut of Peleg’s mother you were too slow! 

JAEL. Yes, yes! They were too slow. A man and 
a maiden cannot hurry when their arms are en- 
twined. 

Miriam. Asrael said to me, “Let us stop and em- 
brace at each cypress tree.” And we did, and it 
took time—there were so many cypress trees. 

JaeL. All the thorns upon the thorn-bushes catched 
at my garments. Peleg was slow in the unfasten- 
ing thereof, so was he praising my beauty. 

ANIEL. And everywhere Bela closed my eyes with 
kisses, saying, ‘“There is an ewe a-lambing here; 
do not look lest you scream.” 

Evip. Aye, and that boastful Arod, did he not 
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promise to be my driver, and drive like Jehu of 
old? Ah, he went at a snail’s pace, with his sweet 
whisperings ! 

ZILLAH. I put my hand into the hand of Dathan, 
and he caught up my other hand also, that I had 
no use of it. Could one hurry, going in such 
fashion? 

Miriam. And how was it coming up hill? Can one 
run up hill with a lighted lamp? It is the fault 
of the lads that we are shut out from the Master’s 
marriage feast! 

MaIpens. It is the fault of the lads! 

Beta (Angrily). Well enough did ye like the slow 
going! Did ye bid us make more speed as we 
went? 

Pretec. Was any kiss refused us? 

SHEPHERDS. Not one! Not one! 

ASRAEL. Miriam melted into my arms as a snow- 
drift melts in a sunny hollow in the springtime. 
Miriam. I shall be cooler than the snow upon 

Lebanon henceforth. 

ANIEL. Let us blow away their kisses like thistle- 
down and wipe our lips thereafter. (They do 
this.) 

Bea. Did they not lift up their mouths like flowers 
thirsting for rain? 

SHEPHERDS. They did! They did! 

Arop. We could but kiss them whether or no. Is it 
not so? 

SHEPHERDS. Yes! Yes! 

DaTHAN. Let them try their fortune without us. 
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Let them beat upon the door with their silly fists. 

SHEPHERDS. Aye, let them! 

Beta. We have men’s work to do. Let us begone! 

DATHAN. Let them beat all night alone! 

(With derisive laughter the shepherds go of. There 
is a terrible silence.) 

ANIEL (Half hysterically). I am done with Bela 
forever. There! (Blows out her lamp.) 

Miriam. A man is a useless creature. I know not 
why the Lord Jehovah cumbered the earth with 
them. I am through with all mankind. (Blows 
out her lamp.) 

JaeL. I throw off Peleg like an outworn garment. 
See! (Blows out her lamp.) So! Away with 
him! 

ZILLAH. I laid my hand in Dathan’s—but should a 
rose-leaf lie in a cup of .horn? Nay, not so! 
(Blows out her lamp.) 

Evip. I shall dismiss Arod like the Queen of Sheba 
dismissing King Solomon. (Blows out her lamp.) 

Miriam (Shivering). Now we are indeed alone, 
and in the dark. 

(They gather close together with little murmurings.) 

ANIEL. Suppose we should hear something coming 
Ulla eeceecpinv:.2,4. «creeping 1.0.7. 

(They all scream.) 

JaeEL. If an owl should hoot I am lost. 

ZILLAH. Or a dog bark. And they say there are 
jackals in the reedy places in Jordan valley that 
BaicadD seers ( ats CONC, UP? st,2)¢ 

ANIEL. Oh dear heart, be silent! 
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Miriam (With sudden determination). Let us go 
up and beat upon the door again. 

MaIpENs. Yes, yes! 

(They go up the stairs and beat upon the great door. 
An owl hoots. They moan. A sheep Dleats. 
They fall to sobbing. Suddenly the door opens, 
letting out a flood of light and the sound of sub- 
dued music. The Master stands upon the thresh- 
old. The maidens timidly back down the steps. 

Master (Coldly). What would you? 

Marpens. Let usin! Let us in! 

Master. Ah, these are they who brought no lamps 
to the garden gate to meet me at my homecoming 
with my bride. 

MAIDENS. Master, let us in! 

Master. You that I took into my home as little 
tender maidens of twelve to be trained in all house- 
wifely duties by my mother. Was there aught in 
which she did not instruct you? How to stitch 
with the needle? How to spin and weave? How 
to serve at your master’s table? How to grind 
corn? How to mix herbs and spices? So that 
when one should come bidding for one of you as 
a wife you might be that good woman of whom 
King Solomon spoke in his proverb, that she is 
more to be desired than great riches. 

MAIDENS (Kneeling, overcome). Master! Master! 

Master. Cloth and linen and silk ye had of me for 
your garmenting. When ye were ill I bade bring 
the Wise Woman, to cure you with her knowledge 
and her herbs. Gifts ye had of me yearly for your 
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service—aprons cunningly broidered, armlets of 
twisted silver, anklets of beaten brass, sandals of 
the leather of young kids, dyed scarlet and purple 
in the vats. And when I went a-wooing I spoke 
boastfully of you. A half-score maidens, comely 
and serviceable, I told my love, should grace our 
marriage feast and serve her thereafter. And 
behold there were but five at the garden gate, with 
lamps trimmed and burning, to light us to the 
door. 

MAIDENS (Desolately). Pity us! Pity us! 

Master. Will not my bride think I have deceived 
her? Or that you are lacking in reverence? 

Maipens. No, no! No, no! 

Master. Now hearken unto me! Let you remain 
without this night, while there is feasting and joy 
within. Let you not see the glorious face of my 
bride when she mounts up to the bridal chamber, 
with those five who were faithful in attendance. 

(The maidens sway like reeds in the wind. They 
cling to one another for support. Behind the 
MASTER in the doorway comes the BRIDE. 

Brive. My lord, who is crying in the night ? 

Master. It is the five handmaidens who went not 
to the gate to meet us. 

Brive. Why come they not in? It is dark without. 

Master. They are unfaithful. They shall not 
enter into the house tonight. 

Brive. Not enter in! But it is dark! 

MaIpENs. Its dark! It is dark! 

Brive. But my lord, they wish to enter. 
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Master. When this great door is opened to- 
morrow, at the hour of dawn, then may they enter 
in, but not before. 

Brive. But my lord! They are women, and young. 
They are tender children. Their cheeks are pale, 
but round like little apples. Their eyes are the 
eyes of timid creatures looking at the blackness. 
Let them in, I pray you! 

Master. Nay, they may not enter in. Let them 
learn the fear and desolation that come in the 
wake of duties unfulfilled. 

(The bride looks gravely at the foolish maidens, 
and then at the MASTER.) 

Brive. My lord, what age have these maidens? 

Master. They are sixteen, some of them; others 
less, perchance. 

Brive. I, my lord, am all of seventeen. When I 
was young I, too, was timid. When the glorious 
sun wheeled down into the night, and left only 
darkness, I trembled in all my frame. 

Maipens. Ah, ah! We tremble too! 

Brie. When the dogs barked, or the wolves, or 
the horses stamped in their stalls, I hid behind my 
mother’s door, with my raiment gathered about 
my head. And when I went to the vineyard for 
grapes when twilight was deepening into night, 
every leaf plucked at my gown, every shadow 
leaped upon me, little foxes snarled at me from 
among the vines. My heart is beating now only 
to remember it. Will my lord deign to put his 
hand upon my heart? 
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Master. Yes, it beats. But are not these beats for 
me? 

Bribe. Oh, my lord, it is the tempered beats that 
are all for you. These untempered beats are for 
the little fearful maidens. 

(The foolish maidens have drawn away, and are 
huddled under the olive tree.) 

Master. Come, let us go within and shut the door. 

Brive. Shut the door! (She is horrified.) 

IMAsTER. Aye, bar it for the night, and go up to the 
bridal chamber. It is dark there—but you will 
not be afraid, belovéd? 

Brive: Nay, the four walls will keep our fear, and 
the roof will be a protection over our heads. 

Master. We shall need no lamp. The stars will 
shine through the casements. 

Brive. The sweet winds of all the skies will blow 
about us... 

MaAstTeR. Spring will play all her yearning melodies 
PICO, OULT CATSa rs: <4. 

(They have forgotten everything except each other.) 

Brive. The nightingales—how they will sing! 

Master. Not in all the courts of Heaven shall 
there be such melody! 

Brive. There will be a great silence after. 

Master. Only our heartbeats will break upon it. 

Brive. Thou, my lord and master! 

Master. Thou, my beloved! 

(They tremble together, and are lost in each other’s 
arms. They separate with clinging eyes.) 

Master. Come then, thou fairest of women! 
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(Suddenly the BRIDE remembers. Her eyes grow 
piteous. She looks at the little group beneath the 
olive tree. Then she turns and looks at the door, 
touching it curiously. 

Brive. My lord, have you thought of a door, how 
great, how terrible, it is? Have you thought how 
women are ever knocking at a door? ‘Times we 
knock for love, and we knock gently, and are 
hopeful. And times we knock for justice, and then 
we beat and beat with bleeding hands. 

Master. Come, come, the night is waning; come 
within. 

Brive (4 little uncertainly). N-n-no! 

Master. What are you saying? 

BripE. I—I am saying No! 

Master. Ah, you are making sport of me! 

BRIDE (Firmly). NO! 

Master. What can you mean? 

Brive. Dearest my lord, I shall be on the outside 
of this door this night. 

Master. You are a child. You speak nonsense. 
This is our marriage night. (He tries to draw 
her in. She resists.) 

BRIDE (Beseechingly). I pray you, my belovéd, 
come down early when the dawn shall have come, 
and open the door. I shall be cold with fright. 

(They look at each other gravely for a space.) 

Master. Come! 

Brive. No! 

Master. I shall close the door. I shall bar it. 
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Bribe (Wavering). If they were not so young... . 
with their little apple cheeks . 

(He closes the door slowly, thinking she will repent, 
but she does not. When he is within, and the 
door closed and barred, she puts a wondering hand 
upon the door, beating at it gently. Then pres- 
ently she turns, half-descends the stairs, seats her- 
self upon a step, and opens her arms wide. 

Bripe. Where are you, my little sisters? Be not 
frightened. I was a coward at your age, but since 
my lord wooed me I am much wiser, and exceed- 
ingly brave. We will sit here until the dawn 
comes, and then we will beat upon the door. My 
lord will hasten down to let us in, never fear. He 
will be listening for the feet of the dawn all night. 
Come, my little sisters! 

(As swift as a swallow-flight the maidens come to 
the bride. They hasten up to the step where she 
sits. They cuddle close about her. They lay their 
heads upon her breast, in her lap. She folds her 
arms about them and looks out over their heads 
into the night and the dark with timid eyes.) 


CURTAIN 
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PLacE: A courtyard of the Shunamite dwelling. A portion 
of the house can be seen back stage left with the door at 
the centre of the stage and a short flight of steps leading 
up to it. A wall with a gate encloses the stage on the 
right. Near the door and also to the left of the stage 
stands a bench. Down stage and on the left is a mortar 
for grinding grain and a dish of fruit. Back stage to the 
right of the door is a rude seat, beside a water jar.) 


(As the curtain rises, ANAH is grinding meal at the 
mortar. PHGBE enters in excitement, carrying 
on her shoulders a jar overflowing with oil.) 


Pua@sBe. Anah, doth Elisha tarry here? 

ANAH. Phoebe, my friend, what hath befallen thee ? 

PHa@BeE. Oh, Anah, disaster hath approached very 
near unto me this day! (She speaks mysteriously 
then, changing the subject.) But, tell me, doth 
Elisha tarry here? 

ANAH (Reluctantly). Yea, he is resting. In his 
chamber he finds shelter from the crowd and the 
heat of the market place. 
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Pua@se (MWistfully). Would that I might see him! 


But—Surely his rest must not be broken to hear 
my tale. 

ANAH. Thy tale of threatening disaster? Tell me. 

Pua@se. Tell it! Would that I might sing it 
abroad, that all might join in praising the prophet 
who saved me! 

ANAH. Saved thee! Make known unto me this 
great deed. 

Pua@sBe (Setting the jar of oil on the ground). 
Seest thou this jar, how it is full to overflowing 
with oil? (She kneels.) 

ANAH. Aye, but what marvel liest in that? 

PuasBe. Thou didst know that my debt to the mer- 
chant man was past due, and even though I sold 
all my goods, he would not be satisfied ? 

ANAH. Even so. (She speaks sympathetically and 
gravely.) 

Pua@sBe. This morning two soldiers came and they 
harkened not to my promise that it would be paid 
on the twelfth day. With scorn they uttered the 
king’s decree that my debt would be required of 
me at eventide, or my sons sold into slavery! 
(She rises, her eyes flashing indignantly.) 

ANAH. Surely more mercy resteth in the law! 

PHa@BeE. ‘Thou speakest of mercy! (Shaking her 
finger at ANAH.) Knowest thou not that the 
debtor is shown mercy by no one? Glad are the 
soldiers to take the food from out our mouths, 
and demand the shelter from over our heads! 
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ANAH. True! But how didst thou save thy sons, 
from their calamity? 

Pua@Be. In the heaviness of my grief I cast me 
down upon the floor of my dwelling and wept. 
Then came a voice, and lo, Elisha stood before 
me. 

ANAH. Elisha? 

Puase. Aye! When I told him my sorrow, he 
asked what substance I had. I showed him all that 
was left me—this small jar, half-filled with oil! 

ANAH. Sayest thou half-filled? Verily, it runneth 
over with abundance! 

Pua@:se. He bade me bring forth all my vessels 
and pour into them from this. Canst thou believe, 
Anah, that as I poured, this jar remained full! 
My vessels were overflowing, and I must needs 
send to the neighbors for containers! 

ANAH (Half incredulously). It seemeth beyond 
belief! (Then to herself.) But what wonders 
this kind man doeth! 

(ELISHA appears at the doorway: PHGBE runs to 
him, bowing low in gratitude and reverence. 
ANAH rises, and also bends her head gracefully.) 

PuHase. Elisha! Blessed be thy name! My sons 
are safe! My despair is at an end, for see! 
Whereas this jar was only half-filled, now it is 
full, and all the others as well. 

ELisHA. It is good. Go, sell thy oil, and pay thy 
debt, and live thou and thy children on the rest. 

Puc@Be (Dropping on her knees at the foot of the 
steps). My heart overflows with gratitude, even 
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as this jar with oil. Jehovah hath shown mercy 
unto His servant this day through His prophet! 

ELIsHaA (Coming down the steps). Jehovah is ever 
merciful to His people. (He lays both hands in 
blessing on PH@:BE’s bowed head, then lifts them 
in blessing on both women.) May His grace be 
upon you both! 

ANAH. Thou art going out again? 

ExisHa. My rest hath given me strength. 

ANAH. But thou hast had no food. ‘Tarry but a 
few moments and my cakes will be baked. 

EvisHa. My friend, thy kindness is a continual joy 
unto me. (He goes toward ANAH. PHBE 
rises, gazing at him in reverence and Gateds. ) 
But I must not tarry. 

ANAH. Take then this basket of fruit. It will re- 
fresh thee in the heat of the day. 

EvisHa (Taking fruit). My thanks I give unto 
thee. (He moves to the gate, and then turns to 
his hostess.) Before the sun sets this evening, I 
shall return. (ELISHA leaves.) 

Puase. My heart reaches forth to him, but cannot 
speak. His wondrous works show forth the power 
of Jehovah our God, and his kindness hath made 
him beloved by all. 

ANAH. None hath he so richly blessed as Elead 
and me, for as thou knowest, many years passed 
over our heads, and we had no child. Then five 
years ago, Elisha besought Jehovah in our behalf, 
and Lo! Ramiah, our blessed son was born. 
(ANAH kneels again at the mortar and recom- 
mences her grinding.) 
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PuHasBeE. Truly the lad is blessed! Is he not about 
this day? He hath not come near us. 

ANAH (A little troubled). When he awaked this 
morn, his head pained him, and he cared not to 
run. Now he plays in the shelter of the wall, 
building houses out of clay. 

Pua@se. Elead scarce can speak of other things, 
so greatly doth he worship the lad. 

ANAH. Verily, he will not let me even chide the 
child, and I fear mv son’s unruly nature will make 
it hard for him. 

PuHa@BE. Just so fathers spoil their sons. 

ANAH (Smiling again, her little frown of worry 
vanishing). Ah, but Ramiah’s merry prattle 
makes us both so happy! 

Puase. Hath not Elead’s faith in Jehovah 
deepened? It seemeth to me he was not wont to 
be so zealous in earlier years. 

ANAH. Many have marked the change, and marked 
how diligently he seeketh to do Jehovah’s will, and 
how he trusteth in His mercy. 

(Suddenly off stage, ELEAD’s voice is heard, crying 
in distress, “Anah! Anahl!’’) 

ExLeap (Entering, carrying the limp form of - 
RamMIAH). Behold! Ramiah 

PHa@BE. What hath happened? 

ANAH (Running to ELEAD and taking the child). 
Ramiah! He is not—Oh! (She sees RAMIAH is 
UNCONSCIOUS. ) 

ELEAD. Fear not, dear one, the lad hath only been 
weakened a little by the sun. 

ANAH (Taking RAMIAH to the low seat by the 
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door, and rocking him to and fro in her arms). 
My lamb! My precious! 

Pua@pe (To ELEeAD, who stands looking on, awk- 
ward and helpless). Where didst thou find him? 

Eveap. He wandered toward the field where I was 
gleaning, and suddenly I marked how his feet 
failed him. Before I could come nigh, he fell 
by the wayside, and cried for the pain in his head. 

Pucewe (Putting her hand on the child’s forehead, 
she shakes her own head dubiously.) I fear for 
the lad! 

(ANAH lifts RAMIAH’s limp little hand and holds it 
against her cheek. Then, weeping softly, she car- 
ries him into the house.) 

Pua@:sBe (To Eveap). Hadst thou not best send 
for the physician? 

ELEAD. The physician hath gone to the next village 
and returneth not until the morrow. 

PHBE (Somewhat officiously). Canst thou not do 
something ? 

EvLeApD (Irritated by her). Dost thou not make 
more cause for ado than thou shouldst? The lad 
is in good health and Jehovah is with him. 

“ ANAH (Returning from the house and pausing in | 
the doorway). FElead, the child doth not rouse 
when I speak to him. I know not what to do! 

Pua@Be. Once, when I worked with a physician, we 
placed cold cloths on the sick one’s head. 

ANAH. And did it help? 

Puase. Aye, and mayhap it will help Ramiah. 
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ANAH. I will try it, for I cannot bear to do nothing 
when my babe lies so very still. 

(ANAH comes down the steps, wets a corner of her 
veil in the water jar, and re-enters the house. 
PHG@BE goes to the mortar and begins to finish 
grinding the grain. ELrAD, outwardly stoical, 
and inwardly disturbed, goes to the bench, and 
picking up a piece of wood and a knife, begins to 
whittle to conceal his uneasiness. This irritates 
PHG:BE. ) 

Pua@se. Why dost thou not make some move to 
comfort thy wife and care for thy son? (ELEAD 
apparently does not hear her.) Thou whittlest 
there in all calmness while thy wife worrieth for 
both. (ELEAD whittles even more deliberately. 
PHG@:BE raises her voice.) Knowest thou not that 
such maladies are serious even unto death? 

ELeap (With maddening calm). What wouldst 
thou have me do? Shout aloud and rend the 
heavens with my cries? (Pointing at PHBE with 
his: knife). Thus -do ‘those of little faith! 
(Resuming his trivial occupation.) My trust is in 
Jehovah. He gave unto us this child, and unto 
Him do I commit his care. 

PHa@BeE. ‘Thinkest thou thine own responsibility 1s 
at an end? Others of equal faith have lost those 
dear to them, and sorrowed even like those of 
little faith! 

Exveap (Blandly). My trust in Jehovah alloweth 
for no misgivings. 
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PHa@&BE (Angrily). Doth this justify thy failure to 
comfort Anah? 

ELEAD. It is not for thee to instruct me! (But he 
steals a look toward the door anxiously.) 

PHa@BE (Beneath her breath). O-o-Oh! 

ELeaD (Listening again for a sound from the house, 
and finally rising haughtily, goes slowly up the 
steps, turning at the door, toward Pumper.) I 
go to my wife, not for thy chiding, but because it is 
seemly! (He disappears through the door.) 

Puase (Watches him disappear through the door, 
and then begins grinding vigorously). Verily, I 
could shake him! (She emphasizes her words by 
pounding upon the grain.) He gloateth upon his 
faith till he hath no sense! Man and vanity! 
Eternally together! 

(She continues her work for some few moments, 
when a cry of anguish comes from the house. 
PHGBE rises to her feet and starts to the door. 
ELEAD appears at the top of the steps in utter 
despair.) 

ELEAD. He is dead! Verily, my son is dead! 

PHa@BE. Ramiah! 

ELEAD (Coming down the steps). He will not 
speak to me. He heedeth not my voice. O 
Jehovah! Hast Thou departed from Thy servant's 
house ? 

PHa@se. Surely it cannot be! 

(ANAH comes to the door, looks longingly backward 
in the direction of the chamber where RAMIAH 
lies, and then steps softly down the stairs and over 
to where ELEAD sobs violently upon the bench.) 
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ANAH (Putting her hand on his shoulder). Elead, 


grieve not so violently. 

ELEAD. Speak to me not. 

ANAH. Oh, God! Why didst Thou send us a child, 
if he is so soon to be taken from us? 

Pua@BeE. Where is thy lad? 

ANAH. He lieth upon Elisha’s bed. (The name 
ELISHA penetrates through her grief, and as 
though she heard a voice, she repeats.) Elisha! 
There is our hope! Elead! We must send for 
the prophet of God—Elisha! 

Pua@:sBe. Yea! Of a truth! 

Eveap (Sullenly). Is it a time for feasting that thou 
wouldst call him? 

ANAH (Still eagerly). He can help us! Thou 
knowest he hath healed those that were sick 

ELeap. But Ramiah is dead! Can any man raise 
frome the dead?) *Deadt« My~ son, My heir, 
Dead 

ANAH; Phoebe. (She crosses to her.) Wilt thou 
go in search of Elisha? 

PHBE. There are voices out in the highway! 
(ELEAD sobs audibly.) Mayhap he returneth 
even now with his followers. 

ANAH. Go, see! Elead, my husband, hush thou 
thy sobbing. Surely there is still hope for our 
child. 

(PHG@BE goes out through the gate, as ANAH once 
more with gentle hand, tries to comfort ELEAD. 
PH@:BE returns almost immediately.) 

ANAH (Coming down stage to her eagerly). 
Pheebe ? 
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Pua@pe. Elisha departed from the market place 
some hours ago, and none knoweth of his 
direction. 

ANAH (Fervently). Go there! Inquire! Seek him 
out! (Lifting her hands prayerfully.) And may 
Jehovah our God guide thy steps! 

(PHG@BE goes out again through the gate. ELEAD 
lifts his head bitterly.) 

Eveap. Thou callest upon Jehovah! Canst thou 
yet expect mercy of Him who hath utterly deserted 
us? He mocketh me who have continually opened 
my mouth in His praise. Robbers prosper, and 
they that provoke God are secure, but I—I, who 
have faithfully served Him am punished! He 
snatcheth away my very life—yea, my heart doth 
He tear from within me! 

Anau (With deep feeling). My husband, it is 
blasphemy to utter such speeches. Better would it 
be for thee to make offerings, and a sacrifice unto 
thy God! A humbled spirit is more pleasing in 
His sight! 

(ANAH goes up the steps and into the house. ELEAD 
looks after her bitterly.) 

Eveap. Thou askest for sacrifice! Hath He not 
claimed sacrifice? Will He not be satisfied? 
(Turning away in bewilderment.) What manner 
of God is He that would require more? (Lifting 
up his shaking hands to heaven.) Thou hast taken 
my heart, take also my life. What mattereth my 
breath, my form, when all that is within me is 
dead? (Sobs.) My son, the comfort of my old 
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age. My heir, who would have raised up seed unto 
his father’s name. Dead! Dead! Never will he 
run about to play! Never will he sit upon my 
knee and pluck my hair! The darkness creepeth 
in about me, and day shall never break! Oh, that 
I might not face days of sorrow and despair! 

(ANAH appears in the doorway, leaning against the 
doorjamb. She speaks almost to herself.) 

ANAH. A little color is yet in the lad’s face, though 
his hands are cold and his heart seemeth not to 
beat. In Elisha there is yet hope! Perhaps the 
child only sleeps. 

Eveap. Thou dreamer! Canst thou not waken? 
Knowest thou not that Jehovah hath snatched 
away thy child? Hath judgment forsaken thee 
that thou canst not see that he is dead? Verily, 
what sleep is this of which thou speakest! (ANAH 
shivers. ELEAD looks at her, and his voice softens. 
He rises and goes over to her tenderly.) Ah! thy 
wound, too, is mortal! (ANAH turns her white 
face sadly toward him.) It sappeth the life blood 
from thy face. 

ANAH (Coming down the steps and burying her face 
on her husband’s breast.) What if Phebe 
should not find Elisha—or he should be powerless, 
when he comes! 

PHa@:BE (Outside the gate). Anah! (PH@BE 
enters alone, ANAH comes down stage to meet her 
swiftly.) 

ANAH. Phoebe? 

(PH@BE shakes her head despairingly.) 
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ANAH (In dry-eyed \despair). Thou didst not find 
him? 

Pua@Be. Elisha hath gone to the country to visit a 
friend who 1s ill. 

Eveap (Taking a knife and beginning to rend his 
garments and sob.) My son, art thou gone? 
What, am I left in my old age? My body! My 
blood! My soul! My third eye! Gone! Gone! 

(ANAH comes down stage, and pulling her veil 
across her face, stands like a statue. PHBE tries 
to comfort her.) 

Puase. Anah, my friend, give vent to thy tears! 
Thou must not restrain thy sorrow. I pray thee, 
weep | 

ANAH. My tears are burned dry. 

ELeAD. Anah, thou alone must be the comfort of 
my old age. ‘Together shall we go down to the 
grave ! 

(ANAH uncovers her face and looks at him pitifully. 
Without warning, the gate opens, and ELISHA 
stands there, looking benignly at them.) 

ANAH (Running to him). Elisha! Ramiah, our 
child, lieth cold and still upon thy bed! Canst 
thou not waken him? 

ELEAD (Violently)... Thy merciful God hath 
abandoned us!* In my old age hath He taken away 
my life blood! Why didst thou so torment me as 
to give me that which I could not keep! Why? 
Why? 

ANAH (Insistently). Canst thou not lift him up? 

Evisua (Who has not moved during these speeches, 
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but who has continued to look kindly from one to 
the other). Jehovah made known unto me that 
sorrow encompassed thee. I shall look upon the lad. 

(ELISHA goes to the steps, ANAH following closely. 
At the foot of the steps he pauses and turns gently 
to her.) 

ELisHA. Follow thou not after me. 

(ANAH steps obediently back. ELISHA mounts the 
steps and stands in the door looking at her for a 
moment. ) 

ELisHA. Stay thou there. Believest thou that 
Jehovah can do this thing? 

ANAH. Yea. 

EvisHa. Believest thou that Jehovah thy God 
showeth mercy? 

ANAH. Yea, verily, I do. 

(ELIsHA looks from ANAH to ELEAD and then 
silently blesses them. Then he looks upward for 
a moment as if invoking help, and quietly turns 
and passes slowly within the house. ELEAD looks 
again at his rent garments, and moaning, clasps 
his hands despairingly above his head.) 

ANAH. Elead, take heart! Elisha hath gone unto 
our child. List, my husband, didst thou not hear 
his request concerning our faith? - Jehovah is yet 
merciful! 

PHa@:BE. Seest thou this jar of oil? This day have 
I filled all my vessels from this pot which was only 
half-filled. This day did Elisha save from bond- 
age my sons which were required for my debt. 

Ereap. Even so! Thus dealeth a prophet with 
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things. But thinkest thou he can raise from the 
dead? 

ANAH. Jehovah who first gave life can surely 
restore it. 

Eveap. Would that I could believe it! 

Pua@seE. Behold, thou hast instructed many, and 
thou hast strengthened the feeble knees. But 
now, that sorrow threatenest thee, thou faintest. 
Commit thy cause unto God which doeth mar- 
vellous things without number. He maketh sore 
but He bindeth up. He woundeth, but His hands 
make whole. 

ELeAD (Again irritated by PHa:BE’s habitual desire 
to instruct). Verily He woundeth and maketh 
sore! Whom hath He so wounded as me, His 
faithful servant! 

PHaBeE. What right hast thou to speak of faith? 
Thou speakest with scorn of those of little faith, 
while thine own soul is shrivelled! (Crossing to 
him and shaking her finger at him.) Thy desires 
and thy wishes are all that find place in thy 
thoughts. Jehovah’s will for thee thou dost not 
seek. (Vindictively as ELEAD shrugs away from 
her.) Itis well for thee to sorrow! This chasten- 
ing by the Almighty will humble thy spirit! 

ANAH (Reproachfuily but gently). Phoebe, wouldst 
thou add more grief to a broken heart? 

PHBE (Still disgusted but apologetic). His falter- 
ing faith vexeth me. 

ELEAD. My God, why hast Thou departed from 
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~ ANAH. Elead, open thine heart! Stretch forth thy 
spirit to Jehovah! MHe turneth not from them 
that put their trust in Him! 

ELEAD (Dropping on the bench, his head dropping). 
Grief hath broken me. 


Pua@se. Healing is in His everlasting mercy. 

ANAH (With conviction). Life and death alike are 
in His hands. (She comes down stage, and pauses 
a moment. Then she prays with exquisite sin- 
cerity.) Oh, God, Jehovah, Thou source of all 
light, cast the SER from our hearts that we 
may see more clearly Thine eternal goodness. 
For the great gift of our son we give Thee 
thanks Take him not away! . . . Oh, Thou 
fountain of life, show mercy unto Thy suffering 
emildrens ston 

(As she prays a deep sense of the goodness of God 
takes possession of her. First the doubt passes 
from her face, and complete faith and trust take 
its place. An inner light begins to dawn in her 
spirit and she dimly perceives a miracle is about 
to take place. She looks up as into a divine radi- 
ance and smiles. Then, slowly coming back to a 
realization of what Hes about her, she turns to 
ELEAD.) 

ANAH. Elead, hast thou found comfort in Jehovah, 
even as I? 

ELeap. I am weary. 

ANAH. Strength is in thy Lord! 

EvLeAD (Something of ANAH’S spirit penetrates to 


Pea 


ELISHA 


him). Thinkest thou, Anah, that He will restore 
our son? 

ANAH. I only know my heart is glad! He hath 
taken away the pain, and left joy in its stead! 
EvLeAp. Thou makest me dare hope—but, alas, into 

that which is dead life entereth not again. 

ANAH. Into thy soul He can bring great peace. 

EvLeaD (Doubtfully). Will He yet hear me, who 
hast lifted up my voice against Him? 

ANAH. His compassion knows no bounds. 

EvLeap (Slipping to his knees beside the bench). 
Judge me, Oh, Lord, according to Thy righteous- 
ness. Unto Thee do I commit my soul. Show 
mercy unto Thy humble servant. . . 

(4s ELEAD prays, he, too, receives an inner answer 
—not a promise, but a sense of healing. He looks 
at ANAH in marvel.) 

ELEAD. The wound is gone, and light breaketh like 
unto the dawning! 

(At this moment RAMIAH, inside the house, calls | 
softly, “Mother!” They all turn to the door in 
astonishment. Another soft cry is heard, and 
ELISHA appears in the doorway, holding RAMIAH, 
smiling and happy, in his arms, ANAH runs to 
him as ELISHA comes down the steps.) 

ANAH. My babe! My Lamb! (Ramiau holds 
out his arms to her as she takes him.) 


ELeAD. O God, Thou great Jehovah! 


CURTAIN 
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The scene is the upper room of an Oriental dwelling. 
Through the single window at the rear, a cluster 
of tall palm-trees is clearly visible. The walls of 
the room are covered with beautiful hangings, and 
all the furniture is rich and handsome. There is 
a long table in the middle, a wide bench or seat, 
at left, and at right, a broad couch strewn with 
cushions. Beside the couch is a low stool. On a 
shelf fastened to the wall above the couch is a dish 
of blue and yellow ware flanked by two old silver 
vessels, There is but one entrance to the room, 
at left back, It is merely an opening covered with 
a dark red curtain. The time is about sunset, on an 
evening in the year A.D. 34. When the play 
opens, the stage is in semi-darkness, the last rays 
of the setting sun filtering in through the small 
window in the wall, left, and falling on the figure 
of a woman, asleep on the couch. 

There is a timid knock at the door. The sleeper 
does not stir, There is another knock, this time a 
bit louder. The girl opens her eyes, sits up 
sleepily and gazes dazedly toward the door. She 
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is dressed in a deep red, flowing robe, rippling to 
the floor. Her hands and arms are bare. Her 
hair, brushed back untidily, is like a mass of shin- 
ing coal in the sun. She is large and well propor- 
tioned, and as she turns her face toward the door, 
one can see that she is handsome and decidedly a 
Jewish type. 

Miriam. Who knocketh? (The curtain parts, and a 
maid enters. She too, is markedly Jewish; like 
her mistress, she wears a long, flowing robe, but 
is of less handsome material and more simply 


fashioned.) 
REBEKAH 
’Tis but I, Rebekah, mistress. 

Tis sunset, and full time thou should’st awake, 

Time to begin preparing for the Sabbath. 
MIRIAM 

Enter, Rebekah, I have slept too long, 

And much must I accomplish ere the eve. 

Why did’st thou not awaken me ere this? 
REBEKAH 

I thought that blessed sleep would serve thee well, 

Thy slumber in the night was all too brief. 
MirIAM 


Enough. A serving maid should not advise. 
Come, hasten now to spread the holy board. 
Saul comes tonight, did’st thou forget so soon? 


(She rises energetically) 


[ 92 ] 


FOR HIS NAME’S SAKE 


Now candles bring, unlighted, for my prayer. 
See how the sun hath dropped low in the west. 
Tis almost dark! A light, I pray. Be off! 


(The maid goes out. Meanwhile, MIRIAM crosses 
to the table. REBEKAH re-enters, carrying a 
bright, brass candelabrum, holding seven, unlighted 
candles... This she places on the table, before her 
mistress.) 


Is it not beautiful, the dying sun, 

Day, lingering, softly slipping into night? 

Oh, how our hearts should lift to God in praise, 
In joyous praise to Him who gave us life. 

In praise for men like Saul, so strong and brave, 
Who seek to drive the Christians from our land. 
I hate these Christians! They who tear our old 
Religion down and say that it is false! 

The faith that I was nurtured in and love 

More than my life, than even Saul himself, 
Though he is true, and fine and lovable. 
Rebekah dear, tonight my heart o’erflows 

With happiness and love and gratitude. 

Bring forth the taper that I may thank God 
For life! for Saul! and for my ancient faith! 


REBEKAH 
But mistress, stay, thine uncle hath not come. 


MIRIAM 


We'll not delay for him. He is at temple 
Performing sacred rites for those who still 
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Are loyal to the right, the only faith. 

Alas! the Christian dogs have led astray 

A few wise fools who seek to learn new things. 

Ah yes, new things they’ll learn, but none like these. 


(She lights a candle slowly) 


I pray that from Damascus Saul hath brought 

A horde of Christian captives, bound in chains. 
How long it seems that he hath been away, 

Since I have heard the beating of his heart 

As I lay pillowed on his armored breast. 

But these chained Christians, they are recompense ! 


REBEKAH (Timidly) 


My mistress, some are very young and fair 
And earnest, facing death for this man, Christ. 


MiriAM (Scornfully) 


They suffer, ves, they die upon the cross 
As did their Saviour, He who was divine! 
And thousands more will die like Him, I pray, 


(Tenderly) 
Through Saul, the best defender of my faith! 


My love, so brave and virtuous and wise! 


(She stands, the taper in her hand, looking far off. 
She has been lighting the candles as she speaks 
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and now all seven are burning. They cast a glim- 
mering light on the stage. REBEKAH goes out, 
returning with a white cloth which she spreads 
over the table. She bows her head as MIRIAM 
slowly passes her hands, palms downward, with a 
rotating motion, over the flickering flame of the 
candles. She repeats this seven times, then cover- 
ing her face with her hands, stands with head 
thrown back for a few seconds. Slowly she drops 
her hands. REBEKAH goes out again, returning 
with a covered platter and a bowl of water which 
she places on the table.) - 


MIRIAM 


Draw up the chairs in readiness for Saul. 
*Tis almost time for him to have arrived. 
I cannot wait! Be still! Is that his knock? 


REBEKAH 


Jacob, methinks, bringing the holy bread. 


’Tis late. He should have brought it long ere this. 
I’ll go berate him for his carelessness. 


(REBEKAH goes out. MIRIAM walks restlessly up 
and down the room, placing a chair here, re- 
arranging a bowl on the shelf. Suddenly there is 
a knock on the door. She flies to it and opens it. 
SAUL enters.) ; 
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Saul, my best beloved. 


SAUL (Holding her closely) 


Oh, Miriam! 
(They are silent a few seconds, then he lifts his head 
and glances around slowly.) 


I had forgot. This is the Sabbath eve. 


Miriam (Reproachfully) 


Forgot, Saul? Oh, but come, the evening meal 
Is spread, and all in readiness for thee. 

But tell me first, how went thy journey, Saul? 
How many Christians hast thou captured now? 
Ah, love, ’tis very great what thou hast done. 
(She puts a hand lightly on his shoulder.) 


SAUL 
Thinkest thou so, beloved? 
(Quickly) 


Ah! thou art fair. 
Thy lips are like a scarlet thread of silk. 
Thine eyes are pools of darkness in the sun. 
Thy hair is like a queen’s, a fitting crown. 
But stay! What hast thou trembling on thy lips? 


(He puts up one hand and holds hers.) 
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MIRIAM 


The purple and fine linen are prepared. 

Here are the mystic perfumes from the East. 

Mine uncle, the High Priest, is waiting nigh 

To join us in the marriage bonds, by hallowed and 
solemn rites of old, Hebraic law.— 

But tell me of Damascus, that proud city, 

And what thou did’st and what thou saw’st there. 


(SAUL is silent) 


Why Saul, what aileth thee—so still, my heart! 
Ah, soulless that Iam! Thou’rt tired and worn 
And art ahungered too, from thy long journey. 
But come, the table is prepared for thee. 

I'll call Rebekah to bring in the feast. 


(Tenderly she leads SAUL to a bench at one end 
of the table. Then she goes around to the other 
side, seats herself, and claps her hands twice. 
SAUL stares fixedly at the seven-branched candle. 
REBEKAH enters hurriedly.) 


REBEKAH 
What is it, Mistress, I can do for thee? 


MiriaM (Gaily) 


Bring in the feast. We both are ravenous. 


(REBEKAH goes out. SAUL dips his fingers me- 
chanically into the bowl of water, dries them, and 
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uncovering the dish, discloses a long, flat roll, be- 
sprinkled with seeds. They each take a piece, and 
bow their heads. REBEKAH enters softly with a 
tray of steaming dishes. She serves the two. 
They eat.) 


But thou hast not yet told me of thy journey. 


SAUL 


Ah let us eat, and be quite happy, love, 
Awhile, at least—and talk on other things. 


MIRIAM 


Well then, our marriage day. My uncle’s gift. 


SAUL 
Nay, neither let us talk of that, my own. 


Mir1AM (Surprisedly) 


Well, speak, my Saul, and tell me what thou wilt. 
Oh, love, thou art a riddle in my breast. 


SAUL (Roughly) 


We'll speak about our love and all it means. 

Thou knowest I love thee, dost thou not, mine own? 
Thou would’st not doubt me for an single hour? 
(He gets up, goes around and kneels at her feet.) 
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MIRIAM (Amazed) 


Tis truth. I do not doubt thy love, my life. 
Whatever aileth thee to dream such thoughts? 
(She runs her hands through his hair) 


SAUL 
And wilt thou love me whate’er comes? 


MIRIAM 


My Saul! 
What meaneth these strange questionings from thy 
lips? 
Thou knowest I love thee more than life itself. 
Pray tell me, what strange thing hath changed thee 
so? 
SAUL (Slowly) 
Then listen, thou who dost possess my heart, 
And promise me thou wilt not interrupt 
Until the tale is told. And then 
Miriam, it happened thus. I journeyed far 
Toward Damascus—and thou knowest why. 
As I approached the city, gleaming gold, 
Suddenly there shined around about 
A glorious light! a blinding, dazzling light! 
O’erpowering! A light from Heaven above! 
I was amazed and terrified. Bowed down, 
I fell to earth as if in a deep swoon, 
Yet heard a voice which echoed far and near 
As thunder sounds from hill to vale and hill. 
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It spoke in accents terrible and clear, 

“Oh, Saul, why dost thou persecute me thus?” 
My very being shuddered silently. 

“Tis I, thy Saviour, whom thou persecutest.” 
Oh, then, my Miriam, was I afraid, 

And lifted up my voice and said, “My Lord, 
What is it thou would’st have me do for thee?” 
And then that voice, now like the roar of waves 
When lightning rideth on the darkling cloud, 
Spake yet again, saying I must rise and go 

Into the city, where I should be told. 

And those that journeyed with me were amazed; 
They heard a voice, but they could see no man. 
And I arose, and lo! I could not see. 

But my companions led me by the hand 

Into Damascus. There stayed I for three days, 
Mine eyes still closed, nor did I eat nor drink. 
And then a man called Ananias came 

And placing both his hands on me, he gave 

Me back my sight, and filled me with the Christ. 
And then I was baptized—and that is all. 


(SAuL looks at Miriam pleadingly. MIRIAM sits 
as if stunned; There is a dead silence. MIRIAM 
slowly rises and stands, a tall, erect, imposing 
figure, looking straight before her. SAvuL rises 
100, but she does not seem to see him. She speaks 
as if in a dream.) 


MIRIAM 


And so, my Saul, thou too hast gone astray, 
Thou too, hast fallen a prey to other faiths. 


[ 100 ] 


FOR HIS NAME’S SAKE 
The Christian God! hath He converted thee? 


I cannot think it true, what thou dost say. 


(SAUL attempts to touch her. She shrinks from him 
and turns away angrily.) 


Oh touch me not with unbelieving hands, 
Thou infidel! thou Christian! get thee hence! 


(SAUL goes up to her, grasps her roughly and holds 
her so she cannot free herself.) 


SAUL 


Oh Miriam, thou can’st not understand! 
I tell thee ’twas the Saviour spoke to me. 
My body felt as water, not as flesh, 

He drew my very soul into His hand. 
Twas something I can never tell to thee 
Not e’en to thee. It touched the inner shrine. 
Words are too poor a medium to use. 

It was divine! exalted! beautiful! 


MrrIAM 
Oh Saul, my very life! What hast thou done? 
Thou can’st not mean—surely thou art but jesting. 
Oh Saul, it is not true, beloved one— 
Give up this faith in which thou wast begot. 
This faith a thousand years our very own, 
For one so new, taught by this Sorcerer, 
This Christ who needs must use some witchery 
To sever souls of men from their own faith? 
Oh Saul, not thee, the rest, perhaps, not thee, 
Thou art too strong, too beautiful, too great! 
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SAUL 
But Miriam, oh, why can’st thou not see! 


MiriaAM (Softly) 


I never shall see, Saul, and thou must choose, 
Must choose between thy Christian God—and me: 


(She slides her arms around his neck and stands so 
they are almost touching.) 


The purple and fine linens are prepared, 

My body hath been bathed in soft perfumes. 

My uncle now is nigh, to marry us. 

To marry us! Think, Saul! I'll be thy wife. 

And far away we'll go; thou wilt forget 

This vision which is but a witchery. 

I love thee, Saul! I want thee, Saul! Thou’rt mine! 


(SAUL throws his arms around her and bends over 
her.) 


SAUL 
Oh Miriam! my very own, my wife! 
(4d knock is heard at the door. The lovers 
straighten up. MurtaM frees herself from SAUL’s 


embrace and goes over toward the couch. Knock 
is repealed.) 


MIRIAM 
Who knocketh? Enter, if thou wilt, I say. 


(REBEKAH enters) 
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REBEKAH 
Mistress, ’tis I, to clear away the feast. 


Miriam (Angrily) 
Heard’st thou me clap my hands for thee—dids’t 


thou? 
Go now, and come not until I call. 


(REBEKAH goes out. MIRIAM returns to SAUL, and 
draws his arm about her waist. SAUL makes no 
move himself.) 


SAUL (Gravely) 
"Twas well she knocked then, my Miriam; 
Almost did I betray my Saviour, Christ. 
Miriam, I love thee more than life itself, 
But love is earthly and it cannot last. 
There’s only one eternal love, my own, 


And that, the love of Christ, the Son of God! 
(He looks at her pleadingly. Miriam has moved 
away from him during this speech.) 
MiriAM (Proudly) 


My love is lasting as the love of God, 

More beautiful than e’en the stars themselves. 
It fills my being to the utmost brim. 

There is no place for more. 


SAUL 
But Miriam 
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MIRIAM 
I give thee now thy choice, and thou must choose. 


(She stands, tall and proud, looking toward SAUL, 
and toward the door. He looks at her pleadingly, 
starts toward her, stretches out his arms. His 
hand catches in a silver chain suspended about his 
neck, on which hangs a cross. He looks at the 
cross, then at MIRIAM, who does not move. He 
lays his lips to the cross and goes out. MuiR1AM 
sags against the wall.) 


Ah! stay, my love! Oh God! be merciful. 


THE END 
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PoTIPHAR, soldier of Pharaoh. 
MaALco, a negro slave. 
ILBRIHAN, steward of Potiphar. 
AstA, wife of Potiphar. 
PHALIS, negress, slave of Asta. 
JOSEPH, slave of Potiphar. 
Miay, a negro slave. 
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The action passes in an inner room of POTIPHAR’S 
dwelling in Memphis on the Nile. The walls are 
solidly built and thick, as if to insulate the interior 
from the heat of the Egyptian sun. On the right 
of one looking out from the room is a wide, high 
portal, which opens on the outer courtyard; on 
the left is a corresponding portal opening on an 
inner court. Both portals are hung with rich, 
heavy draperies of mixed yellow and red, of a 
bizarre design suggesting an intricate, interlocking 
series of the swastika. A smaller portal in the 
rear wall, hung with a drapery colored pale-blue 
and green, is the doorway of the women’s part of 
the dwelling, as we discover soon. 

A low, broad divan waits invitingly in the right- 
rear corner of the room, slanting between 
the right portal and the smaller doorway. 
It iy spread, one might say, heaped, and 
covers of grass-green stuff and skins of brownish 
shades. Opposite, to the left, stands a box- 
like table, with a stool placed behind it toward 
the left wall. On the table are a coffer containing 
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coins (which are merely square counters of 
metal) and a rude counting-instrument. The rear 
wall holds up some weapons and armor of odd 
patterns. 

It is mid-morning of a spring day. The light is 
strong, but not brilliant; but as the action passes, 
it becomes brilliant, and the air grows almost 
visibly oppressive. 

POTIPHAR, an imperious personage of fifty-odd 
years, is seated at the table attending to the busi- 
ness of the day. His costume reminds us of the 
designs of Egyptian sculpture and decorative art, 
but is certainly not as “Egyptian” as some of the 
modern imitations. 


POTIPHAR (Counting the coins). —and seven is 
thirty; and eleven, forty-one; and nineteen-nine- 
teen (Exploding with characteristic violence. ) 
BODY OF OSIRIS!! This is work for a slave, 
not fora soldier! (He lets his contempt out in a 
single breath—HAH!!—and nineteen is sixty. 
Sixty! (Putting away the coins, and taking the 
counting-instrument.) Potiphar, captain in the 
host of Pharaoh, become a counter of coins—and 
a maker of the tally of the wheat! One hundred 
twenty-nine measures at the temple; fifty-eight 
here; twenty-three (He attempts to do the 
addition, and fails.) SET!! MOTHER ISIS!! 
HORUS, THESSON OF (GLORV NSE AL 
(He hurls the counting-instrument far across the 


room, and leaps to his feet.) MALCO! 
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What a time for my steward to sicken!— 


WALCOM 


(MALCO, a black in his middle thirties, runs in from 
the right, bows deeply, stands trembling just in- 
side the portal.) 


Matco. Master, 1am here! Master, what is 

PoripHAR. I want Ilbrihan! Bring thou him 
hither! 

Matco, Master 

PorrpHaR. —Ilbrihan the steward! Hither!’ “At 
once! 

Matco. Master, he lies and groans! He dieth! 

PoripHAR. He is not dead, is he ?—If he is, bring 
him! And hastily; I speak not twice! Else the 
whip shall teach thee! 

Matco. Master, I go! (Rushing out left.) Igo! 

PoTIPHAR. SET! I will not endure Dying? 
Ilbrihan dying?—Malco was ever a liar! (He 
strides up to the counting-instrument, reaches half 
over it; then straightens up, and with the last wave 
of his fury kicks at it.) BY THE BULL OF 
THE NILE, I WILL NOT ENDURE IT!!— 
Dying? 


(A groan that ends in a gasp sounds beyond the left 
portal. POTIPHAR stands incredulous as ILBRI- 
HAN enters, half-carried by Matco. The old 
man is emaciated, with skin the color of parch- 
ment. He seems quite without strength.) 


PoTiPpHAR. Here, on the divan! (He hurries to 
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support ILBRIHAN. Then he stands looking at his 
steward, with genuine affection.) Ubrihan—thou 
art indeed stricken! 

ILBRIHAN: Master—my tally—is wellnigh finished. 
—The sum of my groanings—will soon be drawn 
—and the end of the counting. (Rousing him- 
self.) But thou hast called me—and I am come. 
—What is thy will? 

PotipHAR. I want—Malco, bring the counting- 
instrument.—But thou art not able, Ilbrihan! 
(Matco brings the counting-instrument to Port- 

PHAR, who motions him to [LBRIHAN.) 

ILBRIHAN (Taking it). Master, I live yet—though 
ere many days I shall die—What is the task? 

PoTIPHAR. ‘The tally of the wheat. One hundred 
twenty-nine measures at the temple; fifty-eight 
here; twenty-three for Pharaoh; two hundred 
ninety to the host of Egypt. 

ILBRIHAN (He makes the tally). The sum is four 
hundred. 

PoTIPHAR. Praise to Isis! A number apt to be 
remembered.—O Ilbrihan, best of stewards, what 
shall I do without thee? Who can care so wisely, 
so justly for the business of my house? But I 
speak foolishly. There is no one. 

ILBRIHAN. No man lives—whose place will not be 
filled.—I have dealt justly—but others there are 
who deal justly—For the. stewardship—none of 
thy household save one know I fit in every quality 
—none save Joseph. 

PoriPpHAR. Joseph? I know none of that name. 
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ILBRIHAN. Joseph, the lad from the desert-—whom 
thou didst buy from the Midianite merchant—the 
third year past—and give to my charge. 

PoTIPHAR. His name was Joseph?—But he is a 
boy. 

ILBRIHAN. Nay, he was a boy.—He is become a 
man, a man indeed.—He is loyal—discreet above 
his age—wise in the ways of men and of dealing. 
—During three years I have tried him—nor found 
him wanting.—These last hard months—half my 
burden he has taken upon his shoulders.—Else 
hadst thou ere this found thy counting awry !—He 
has been to me as a son—and to thee—a faithful 
steward. Send Malco—that thou mayest look 
upon him.—He is good to look upon. 

PoTiPHAR. Art thou kin, Ilbrihan? 

ILBRIHAN. Nay, Master, but he is from the desert 
—as I—as I was.—The desert puts a mark— 
which can be known—on a man. Send Malco— 
and see! 

PoTiPpHAR. Malco, bring young Joseph to me. 

(MALco goes out left quickly. ILBRIHAN turns to 
the front, and stares as if he sees before him what 
is but a picture of memory.) 

ILBRIHAN. The desert!!—Where the eye searches 
great spaces—and is not confined by the puny 
works of men. Where the night-breeze is sweet 
with the odors of the date-palms—and the evening 
is friendly with the cries of the herds——Where 
the heart grows like iron to withstand the fury of 
the tempest, like iron toward foe and friend under 
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the breath of the noonday.—There men live free 
and unafraid Master, I lived in the desert, 
free But that was long ago! Desert men 
would not call me old—yet I am ready to die. 
We desert folk pine without freedom. 
(ILBRIHAN suddenly turns to POTIPHAR, and 
rises with a quick gesture, half of pleading, half 
of prophecy.) Master! Make Joseph free— 
and he will serve thee perfectly. He will serve 
thee perfectly! By the truth of the stars under 
whose light I lived, I declare this to be true! 

PotTiPpHAR (Impressed, but dubious). Free—and 
steward? (With impulsive generosity.) Well, 
he shall be free. And thou shalt be free, I/brihan! 

ILBRIHAN. I?—Jn a day—or two—lI shall be free. 
(The full meaning of PoTIPHAR’s words come to 
him.) ‘Thou meanest that thou wilt give me 
freedom!—freedom ere I die? (He sinks to the 
divan, overcome.) |Master—Lord Potiphar, 
thou—thou art generous. Let it be marked—on 
my grave—ILBRIHAN, A FREE MAN!— 
And Joseph ! Lord Potiphar, thou shalt not 
lack gratitude.—He will serve thee— 

(At this moment, PHALIS, the slave of AsTA, 
PoTriPHAR’s wife, draws aside the hanging from 
the small portal, Lapy ASTA enters as if on 
parade. She is a young and rather regal beauty, 
whose very appearance breathes passion and wil- 
fulness. Lapy AsTA pauses, and PHALIS hastens 
to drop the hanging and bring her fan, a huge 
ajfair with a long handle, into position behind her 
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mistress’s head. PHALIS is a slight negress, and 
apparently has a hard time of her service.) 

Asta. Thou art engaged, my lord? (She manages 
to infuse into this question a touch of conde- 
scension, of amused contempt.) 

(She stands waiting till [LBRIHAN drags himself to 
his feet and staggers forward.) 

, [LBRIHAN. I—I will go, Lord Potiphar. 

(But he has not the strength. PovipHar catches him 
as he is falling and assists him to the stool, where 
he half-lies forward upon the table. As soon as 
ILBRIHAN is out of the way, LADY ASTA resumes 
her parade to the divan, arranges her robe, and 
sits luxuriously amidst the coverings which PHALIs 
has pulled and patted into a sort of nest. 

The robe is of white or linen color, bordered with 
purple. She wears a small head-covering of 
brighter color.) 

ASTA. Phalis! The fan: 

(PHALIS hurriedly seizes the fan again, and 
vigorously, but not too vigorously, sets the air in 
motion about the comely head.) 

PoTIPHAR (Coming to divan). I\brihan is sorely 
stricken; there must be a new steward.—He de- 
clares there is none in my household fit save 
Joseph. 

Asta (With a gleam of interest, quickly hidden). 
Joseph! 

PoripHAR. Joseph. Knowest:thou the youth? 

Asta (Looking down). He is a youth, then. By 
all means have one who is young.—And if he were 


[113 ] 


THE FRIEND OF POTIPHAR’S WIFE 


comely, he would be less trying to the eyes. Have 
one who is comely, if it may be. 

PoripHAR. And perchance—let us mention this, at 
least—one that knoweth to deal justly, and to 
keep the count. (Disgustedly.) What use is 
comeliness | 


Asta.  Perchance.—Then thou thinkest Joseph 


—comely? 

PoriPHAR. I think—I said naught: How should 
I know ?—I remember Ilbrihan said he is good to 
look upon. 


Asta. And Ilbrihan is to be trusted.—Y oung—and 
comely He should do well. 

(ILBRIHAN, somewhat recovered, lifts his eyes 
weakly, toward Lapy ASTA first, then toward 
POTIPHAR. ) 

ILBRIHAN. He is a man—fit in every quality.— 
In the desert—he was a_ prince.-—Sold— 
Lord Potiphar—to the Midianite merchant— 
treachery 

Asta. A prince! We must have him for steward. 
My lord, we must have Prince Joseph for steward. 

PoTIPHAR. ‘Thou seemest to concern thyself 
(He has a mild curiosity, doomed to be un- 
satisfied.) 

AsTA. Be easy, Girl! (This is merely to divert 
PoTIPHAR, for PHALIS has not changed her rate 
of speed, nor does she change.) ‘That’s better. 

PoTIPHAR (Diverted, impatient). So be it, then! 
Joseph shall be steward.—I sent Malco—— Why 
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do they linger? SET! Am I to be kept waiting 
forever? 

(He strides to the left portal, pulls aside the hang- 
ing, and stands looking out. The sunlight streams 
in, dazzling and relentless.) 

Asta (To herself). Joseph shall be steward!— 
Tis a beginning, a good beginning. 

(ILBRIHAN raises himself, holding. by both hands 
to the sides of the table, and looks suspiciously at 
Lapy Asta. She has turned to gaze at her lord’s 
back with a strange face. It is as if a mask had 
dropped to show for a second a mixture of unholy 
desires.) 

PoripHAR. At last! (He drops the hanging, and 
steps toward the divan. Matco ducks in. All 
turn to the portal as JOSEPH enters.) 

(JOSEPH is a strikingly handsome youth of twenty. 
Three years of slavery have subdued his boyish 
candor without breaking his spirit. His level 
glance, unafraid yet reserved, wins confidence at 
once. There is a suggestion of desert spaces in 
it, of vision. Men would say in after years that 
he “saw without looking,” and we can understand 
what they felt in his glance. He looks like a king’s 
son even in his humble attire, yet perfectly respect- 
ful withal.) 

ILBRIHAN. Joseph! (4 warning of—he knows 
not what.) 

PotrpHAR. Thou art Joseph?—Young—very 
young.—Yet there is wisdom in thy face. 
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(Shortly.) Ilbrihan declares there is none save 
thee fit to be steward. Thou shalt be steward, 
then. And as I have promised, thou shalt be a 
free man, if thou wilt serve me freely and faith- 
fully. 

JoserpH. A free man! 

Asta. Free!! 

PorrpHaR. Thou shalt be a free man—and my 
steward. 

Josepu. Lord Potiphar, I will serve thee freely and 
faithfully, with a free man’s service. 

PoTIPHAR. So be it. Thou knowest the duties.— 
Care for Ilbrihan. Malco—help Joseph. Care- 
fully!) (JosepH and Matco lift ILBRIHAN 
tenderly, and start toward the left portal.) 
Malco, return to me in the outer court. I have 
business for thee in the market. 

Matco. Yes, Master. 

Asta. And I have a duty for Joseph. Return here, 
Joseph. 

(ILBRIHAN turns his head, as they carry him, to look 
at Lapy ASTA.) 

PoTipHAR. The Lady Asta hath favored thee, 
Joseph: _Do~all: that’she “asks” (He eresses 
toward the right portal.) 

ILBRIHAN. Joseph is—an—honest lad—Lady 
(His head drops. They go out left.) 

Asta. A steward need be.—Thou goest to the 
market, my lord? 

PotTiPpHAR. Yes. There may be news—war—who 
knows? 
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Asta. Ah yes. There might be news—war. And 
thou mightest be called to war. 

PoTipHAR. Yes.—Farewell. I shall be some time 
away. 

(He goes out right—After a strange glance at the 
fallen hanging, Lavy AsTA settles back into a re- 
clining position—MAtco passes through. 

(JOSEPH enters and stands by the table. She motions 
him nearer. He crosses to the divan.) 

ASTA. So thou art a free man, Joseph. 

JosepH. Thy lord hath said it. 

AsTA. It is well to be free. Thou canst not return 
to thy desert, of which thou hast told me, but thou 
canst be free. 

JosEPH. It is well to be free. 

Asta. And to be free in Egypt, mistress of the 
world !—How didst thou leave Ilbrihan just now? 

JosePH (With emotion). He is fainting. I fear he 
is ill unto death! 

Asta. And thou art steward in his place-—Why 
hast thou not said thou art son of a desert king? 
That commends thee. 

JosePpH. My lady 

ASTAY ) Wadye Asta, -lsbade thee call-me.y (ah 
kindness.) 

JosepH. Lady Asta, I was a slave. A slave has no 
father, no family, no country, no kin. Who cares 
whence a slave comes, or whither he goes—save 
for the price to replace him? A slave is no more 
than a dog or an ox—to be used and to be for- 
gotten, and to be beaten from the path if he 
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offends. A slave is nothing, less than nothing. 
Who, then, would endure—who could refrain 
from laughter to hear a slave declare, “My father 
is the chief of his people; my father is a king!” — 
No, no. I could not speak of my birth and my 
blood. 

Asta. Not even to me? 

JosrepH. Thou hast been kind, Lady Asta, wonder- 
fully kind. But I—I was a slave; and thou wert 
the lady of my master. 

Asta. Thou didst well—But now that thou art 
free, family will be an advantage. Tell me of thy 
family, and of their kingdom. 

Josepu. It is not a kingdom like the realm of 
Pharaoh. The peoples of the desert and of the 
grazing-lands roam far and wide to find water and 
feed for their flocks. Scattered over hundreds of 
weary leagues are the tents of their dwellings. 
But they remember their blood, and their ancient 
home. ‘They follow great leaders in war and 
peace, and among the greatest of these have been 
the fathers of my father; and now, Jacob, my 
father, wields much power between the waters of 
the Jordan and those of the Great Sea. Of 
Abram, Isaac, and the tribesmen speak often 
when they meet under the stars or before the 
fires of kinsfolk. The blood of Abram, Isaac, 
and Jacob flows in my veins.—But of me the tribes- 
men will never speak. 

Asta. It is worthy blood. And thou art worthy. 
Thou art the steward of a captain of Pharaoh.— 
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And thou art comely beyond the comeliness of 
Egypt! What thou shalt do, and be—who can 
say ?’—And in Egypt, which is greater than the 
desert.—But thou wilt need a friend. (With 
meaning.) 

JosepH. Dare I hope for friends—I? 

Asta. Thou mayest, indeed.—Phalis, go into the 
hanging-room and arrange my robes. Come when 
thou hearest me call—Haste thee! (The negress 
hurries off, with a wide-eyed stare at the two 
remaining as she turns toward the door.) Joseph, 
bring hither the stool, and sit thereon. 

JosepH. My lady! 

Asta. My lady? 

JosepH. Lady Asta. 

Asta. Lady Asta—and thy friend. (JosePu 
brings the stool. When his back is turned, LADY 
ASTA throws a devouring glance over his blooming 
manhood; then hides the fires in her eyes under 
lowered lids.) We must pay respect to the 
steward and the free man that we withheld from 
the slave.—Sit nearer, that I may see what dif- 
ference preferment has made.—Thou seemest 
much the same. 

JosePH. Yes, Lady Asta. 

Asta (Earnestly). Thou wilt need a friend.—A 
woman of brain and skill, of wide connections and 
knowledge—such a woman could open many doors 
for thee. And thou hast the capacity to enter 
them. I know it.—Behold, I will show thee! 
This is Egypt. The warriors have held power 
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above all, for Pharaoh has enlarged the borders 
of the land by war. But that is done, or nearly 
done. The captains will henceforth be little 
Pharaohs set over border nations, to keep entire 
the great extent of the Triple Kingdom. And the 
rule in Egypt will pass from the hands of the 
warriors.—Io whom will it pass?—The priests 
are mighty, but Pharaoh fears their power, and 
will not heed their counsel. It is known; thou hast 
heard many declare it—(Slowly, then more 
rapidly, ending on a triumphant note.) ‘The rule 
in Egypt, under Pharaoh, must pass to the men of 
dealing, to those who care for the business ‘of the 
great houses and for the commerce with the border 
nations and those that lie beyond our borders. 
And who in Memphis can take the place which 
waits better than the steward of Potiphar? and 
who can deal with the peoples of the desert to the 
north and of the grazing-lands by the Jordan 
better than thou, Joseph son of Jacob? 

JosePpH. By the God of my fathers, it is so! (For 
the first time, his emotions slip out of control.) 
Asta. Ah! thou art moved. And rightly!—But 
thou wilt need a friend. A woman—of brain— 
knowledge—position. To work hand in hand 
with thee—going where thou canst not go. One 
as close to thee as thyself—I would—I would I 
were not wed—! What am I saying? 


JosepH. What hast thou said! 


Asta. I could help thee—J am such a woman. My 
lord knows it not, nor would wish it. But thou 
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knowest.—I can help thee—I have helped thee! 

JoserH. I know—I am grateful 

Asta. Thou hast capacity, wisdom—Thou canst 
climb, even to the heights. But my lord 

JosepH.' My lady!!! (He leaps to his feet.) 

Asta. Canmnever-be-more thanche i$..1. ..aicap- 
tain of the host—an extended arm of a greater 
captain, only an arm, not a whole man.—Presently 
Pharaoh will send him to put down some petty 
uprising—he will remain as governor, commander 
of a border garrison, until he dies. And he will be 
satisfied—While I—I may wither here, nourished 
only by his glory !—He is a mere sword-arm! And 
I am bound to the arm, a circlet that he does not 
cherish. 

JosePpH. My lady, thou must not 

Asta. But to climb with thee!—to form plans and 
carry them out—to work among the needs of 
peoples—to knit the slender threads of dealing 
into a web broad as Egypt’s power and strong as 
the rule of Pharaoh!—matching and mated with 
his rule Stare not at me; the time is ripe for 
such conquest!—to plan and work and attain— 
with thee!! that would be to live!!/—To live! 

JosePpH. Lady Asta, I mus¢ not listen. 

Asta. Listen!!—Lord Potiphar sees nothing, he 
sees nothing but his warring. He does not see me 
—I am but another in his household. I am no 
more than a slave, much less than a good steward. 
—I am a slave, sold to him as a slave, even as 
thou wert sold! But now I will take my freedom! 
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JosEPH. Some freedom is slavery! I have learned 
that by being a slave. 

Asta. Mine has been, as I said.—But henceforth I 
am free; I do as I will. I am free—and thou art 
free! 

JoserH. Lord Potiphar 

Asta. He sees nothing—he will see nothing. I 
will be thy friend, and thou shalt be my friend 
He is old; I am young! I am young, as thou art. 
The young turn to the young as surely as the green 
blades of wheat turn toward the sunlight which is 
their life. That is as the gods have 

JosepH. Lady Asta, I know not what thou wouldst 
do—or have me do. I would be thy friend, for 
thou hast been a friend to me when I had sore 
need! But Lord Potiphar—I owe him more than 
friendship! He has made me this hour his steward, 
anda free man. I can do nothing that would hurt 
him. 

Asta. Thou shalt not hurt him! Thou shalt have 
nothing which he wants! But thou wilt be the 
friend of Potiphar’s wife? Thou wilt be? (She 
grasps his hands, and draws him gently to his 
knees.) How comely thou art! 

Josepu. I—I do not—understand 

Asta (Kissing him full upon the mouth). Now— 
dost thou understand? 

JosepH. Yes. (In a whisper.) Yes—I under- 
stand. Ah yes!—God of my fathers, help Thou 
me! 

(He lifts his face to the ceiling, as he kneels still as 
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a piece of statuary, while Lapy Asta feasts her 
eyes upon the beauty of his body. She passes her 
hand in a caress over his shoulder and arm.—At 
the touch, he breathes hard, speaking thickly.) 

JosEPH. Ah yes—No, no!!—That is not freedom! 
Nor desert faith!—Freedom 

(JosePH shivers, frowns; then suddenly bounds to 
his feet. After an instant’s pause, he turns and 
runs wildly from the room.) 

(Lapy ASTA is too astonished to move. Only her 
eyes follow to the left portal, and remain fixed for 
a full thirty seconds. Then she lets her breath 
escape in a great sigh.) 

Asta. And I offered him—everything! 

(Slowly another aspect of the matter dawns upon 
her. Her face darkens.) 

AsTA. I have misread him. He was too long a 
slave !—A slave—perchance—a dangerous slave! 

(She springs from the divan, and paces the floor in 
growing agitation. She stops short.) 

AsTA. He understood, and—he ran from me!! 
Ran!!! (Jn a truly regal rage.) —Well—Let 
him continue to run! He—shall—have cause! 
(With a new idea, she turns abruptly to the small 
portal.) Phalis! PHALIS!! 

(PHALIS enters hesitatingly.) 

PHALIs. Did my lady—call? 

ASTAy?) Did (I -eall) | Ay; twice! (She ‘strikes 
PHALIs.) Learn to obey me better!—Go into 
the outer court and see—if Malco has returned. 
Bid him come to me.—Go! (She pushes PHALIs 
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out, then seats herself, rigidly upright, upon the 
divan. ) 

(PHALIS scuttles in again, and takes up the fan. 
MALCco enters, bows.) 

Asta. Where is thy master? What doeth he in 
the market? 

Matco. He is not in the market, my lady. He 
cometh; I saw him pass the great gate but now.— 
He comes quickly. 

Asta (With a slight start). Cometh?—lIt is well. 
Go into the inner court to Joseph. Tell him his 
master—that the Lord Potiphar wishes him to 
come hither. The Lord Potiphar, mindest thou. 

Matco. Yes, yes, my lady. Joseph—hither—the 
Lord Potiphar master. 

AsTA. Go. (He goes outileft.\ Shetstares at the 
floor.) Phalis. 

PuHauis. My lady. 

Asta. Watch at the courtyard peephole. (Looking 
up.) When thou dost see the master but ten paces 
from that portal—( Pointing to right portal.) 
come in quickly and—and take up thy fan—Thou 
dost understand? 

PHALIs. Yes, my lady. 

AsTA. Obey exactly, or thou shalt rue it—Go! 
(PHALIS goes out by the small portal.) Ran 
from me!—He—ran from me!! 

Matco (Re-enters from left). Joseph comes. 

Asta. It is well.—Go outside, but not far. 

(MALCcO goes out right—Lavy ASTA settles back; 
then raises herself to draw a line as if noting the 
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course JOSEPH must take from the left portal to 
the divan, looks to the right portal, shakes her 
head; moves the coverings to bring her head 
toward the left, and consequently JOSEPH’S back to 
the right portal. She settles down again.) 

(JOsEPH enters. As he sees LADY ASTA waiting in- 
stead of LORD POTIPHAR, he stops short.) 

Asta. It is I. But I feared my name would not 
bring thee. (Looking down.) ‘Thou—thou hast 
hurt me. And thou mightest have been my 
friend! Why? (Raising her eyes for a second.) 
Wast thou afraid? 

JosEPpH. My lady, I am thy friend!—I—I—I was 
thy friend—what thou didst mean, if I interpreted 
thee aright—it is not freedom!!—Believe me, I 
have seen—not freedom for thee, but slavery !— 
And for me ! Men of the desert would call me 
baser than the serpent which did bite the hand that 
warmed it, could I so recompense my lord who has 
favored me this day. I—I could not count myself 
a free man—nor could I pray to the God of my 
fathers with such a deed in my heart! 

(Lapy AstA hardly hears his voice; she is plainly, 
that is, plainly to those who watch—JOSEPH is too 
much moved to notice—intent upon other matters. 
She lifts her eyes from time to time and glances 
restlessly in the direction of the small and the right 
portals, 

She is turned to the right as he finishes; and with 
grim decision in her face speaks quietly an answer 
to him and to herself.) 
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Asta. So be it!—Come thou hither— (Pointing 
near the right portal) —nay—not close! ‘Thou 
wouldst not have that. (He crosses.) ‘Thou— 
Thou hast hurt me. Thou didst scorn me! 
(PHALIs enters and takes her place, fan in hand.) 
Dost thou not think me fair, then? 

Josrru (Rapidly). I would not hurt thee!! To 
me, (POTIPHAR enters as JOSEPH impulsively 
throws himself upon one knee toward her and 
clasps his hands in great earnestness) Lady Asta, 
thou hast been ever the fairest of created things! ! 
the only star in my sky 

POvTIPHAR> ’ SET AND “FHES REALMS Or 
NIGHT!!!—Thou dog of a slave, darest thou 
thus to address my lady! 

Asta. Thy steward’s ambition is whetted. As thou 
seest, he aspires to take thy place—even with 
thy wife. 

PorrrPHARr> BY PHE BLOOD-OFOSTRIS ties 
will kill thee with mine own hand!—Nay, I'll not 
foul myself! (Striking aside the hanging of the 
right portal.) MALCO!! HITHER!—MLAY! 
THOU ALSO!— (They rush in. “MULay is a 
huge, brutal-looking black.) SEIZE HIM! 
Away to the whipping block! Cut him into rib- 
bons, and fling the carcass to the crocodiles! !— 
Nay!—Let the slave linger and bethink him of 
his crimes as he rots in Pharaoh’s dungeon! 

JosepH. But—my lord (Struggling in the 
grasp of the two slaves.) 
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AsTA. He is not a slave, he would say, Lord 
Potiphar. Thou hast made him a free man! 

JosePpH. I have—done nothing.—I did but 
(He breaks off.) 

PoTIPHAR. Well, speak! Thou shalt not speak 
again; what hast thou to say?—Thou wert show- 
ing thy gratitude, perchance ! 

JosepH. The Lady Asta knows I did—I did but 
speak kindly to her 

Asta. And would have acted kindly—— 

PotipHaR. Nomore!! AWAY WITH HIM!!— 
Thou dog! 

JosepH. Yet I am—I AM A FREE MAN!! 
ANDI SHALL BE FREE 

POTIPHAR. ‘Thou art a free man, as I said. Now 
enjoy thy freedom—in the dungeon of Pharaoh. 
(Muay and MAtco drag JosePH out. He turns 
a face of burning reproach on Lavy ASTA as he 
goes. She averts her glance, in anguish.) 

PoTIPHAR. Thou shalt be annoyed no more.—I am 
bidden to war, in Nubia. I am made governor 
of the province.—I will close my house here— 
and thou shalt go thither with me! 

AsTa. As my lord wills. What matters where I go 
—henceforth? 
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CHARACTERS 


ELISHA, prophet of Jehovah. 

GEHAZI, his servant. 

Marah, a girl from the hills of the lepers. 
JUDITH, a maidservant in the king’s house. 


SETTING 


A background of tall rocks leading back into the hills into 
which many Israelitish lepers have been driven.  Pre- 
sumably, the dwelling place of ELisHa is near by. Some 
skins are drying on the lowest rocks. From one of the 
higher rocks hangs a gourd; the spring is hidden by the 
lower rocks. A scrubby palm-tree is in the foreground. 
The reflection of a smouldering fire is seen behind a rock 
about a foot high. 
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(Curtain discovers ELIsHA standing close to a tall 
boulder, his face and arms uplifted.) 


EisHA. Reveal unto me, O great Jehovah, the God 
of Abraham and the God of Jacob and the God 
of my master Elijah, that which is hidden unto 
mine eyes. ‘Thou knowest, my Father, that at 
sunset is the time fulfilled for which my servant 
Gehazi bound himself unto me. Thou hast 
promised him a gift, O Lord God Jehovah, worthy 
of the service he hath rendered unto thy servant 
Elisha. Lay that gift within mine hands speedily, 
O my Father, for I have naught to offer and the 
sunset hour comes on apace. 

(A young girl suddenly appears from behind the 
boulders.) 

MaraAuH. Master! 

EvisHa. Little Marah! 

MaraH. Forgive me, O my father, great prophet 
of Jehovah, that I listened when thou spokest the 
name of Gehazi. 

ExisHaA. Thou knowest that the time of Gehazi is 
fulfilled at sunset? 
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MaraH. He receiveth the promised gift at sunset? 

EvisHa. Even so. 

Maran. Then am I twice glad. 

EvisuaA. Thou art glad? ... and yet thine eyes 
are red with weeping! 

MaraAH. Yea, master, but even my tears are joyful. 
The curse hath fallen from my father. 

ExisHa. Thou meanest? . 

(The face of a woman is seen peering at them from 
behind a rock unseen by them. She is very much 
bejewelled; her face is hard and scornful, as she 
looks first at EvisHaA and then at the girl. She 
rests her water-jar on the rocks.) 

MaraAH. Yea, master, with mine own hands I 
digged him a shallow grave in the sands of the 
valley. And old Reuben carried stones to heap 
upon it, that the jackals might suffer him to sleep, 
at last, in peace. 

EvisHa. How long hath he slept? 

MarauH. Two nights hath the moonlight streamed 
down upon his grave. 

EvisHa. How fares thy mother? 

Marah. She hath sung songs of praise unto Jehovah 
that my father is free, but her courage wanes fast. 

ExvisHaA. She hath lived only to soothe thy father’s 
sufferings. Now she hath time to think upon her 
own. 

Marau. In her sleep she whispers saying, “Yet a 
few days, O my Jacob, and I also come.” 

EvisHA. When thou hast done thy last service unto 
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these, thy parents, then will I heal thee of thy 
heritage. . 

Maran (Proudly). Thou knowest I am, as yet, 
untouched by leprosy. But being born of leprous 
parents, all men fear and hate and shun me—all 
save thee and Gehazi. 

EisHa. Hadst thy father and thy mother done 
as I bade them 

Maran. My father’s strength was spent in climb- 
ing these hills unto thee, as was also my mother’s. 
They had naught left with which to seek the river 
Jordan. 

E1isHa. Others no stronger than they have obeyed — 
and Jehovah sustained them. 

Maran. My father was stubborn and proud. 

EisHA. And doubtless such also is Naaman whom 
I sent unto the Jordan but now. 

Maran. Whence cometh he? 

ExvisHa. He is a great and rich captain who cometh 
from Syria to be healed of leprosy. I bade him 
dip in the Jordan seven times. 

Maran. What said he? 

Exisua. How should I know? Gehazi, who bore 
the message unto him, hath not yet returned. 

Maran. He cometh now afar down the road. Fain 
would I stay and see the gift thou hast for him. 

Evisua. Maiden, what is that to thee? 

Maran. He hath been kind unto me, O my father. 
He hath brought fruit and wine unto me for my 
parents. He hath given me the spotted dog that 
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sleeps in my arms under the stars that look down 
in pity upon the stony beds of the lepers. 

ExvisHa. He hath promised thee naught, little one? 

Maran. Naught, O my father, save more fruit and 
wine. 

Evisna. Nor has told thee that thou art fairer than 
other maids? 

Maran. Nay, my father—yet I have thought that 
were there no promise of disease in my blood— 
but, O my father, I talk wildly. I am shamed in 
thy sight. 

EisHaA. Give heed, my Marah, unto the words of 

~  anold man. Thou knowest naught of life. Thou 
canst scarce remember the day that leprosy seized 
upon thy father and he and his household were 
driven unto the hills. When the anguish that 
tortureth thy mother hath ceased and thou hast 
laid her beside thy father, then shall I heal thee 
and shall send thee as serving maid unto a house 
of righteousness. There thou shalt find a husband 
who shall make thee glad. 

Marau. I can love no man save Gehazi and thee. 

EvisHa. Who knoweth what way Gehazi shall go 
tomorrow. Fasten not thine heart upon him, little 
Marah. 

Marau (Jn startled surprise). Dost mean he is 
leaving thee? 

ErisHa. Who shall say? At sunset on a certain 
day he bound himself unto me to serve twelve 
years and a day. At sunset this day is his time 
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Maran. But he hath said naught of leaving thee. 

E.isHa. Hath he spoken unto thee concerning the 
gift? 

Maran. Only that thou hast promised 

_Exisua. Not I, but Jehovah. 

Maran. That Jehovah hath promised a gift when 
he hath completed his time of service unto thee. 

EvisHA. Thus was the promise given: as I sat 

- wearied with the day’s journeying, beneath a way- 
side tree, the voice of the Lord came unto me 
saying, “Thou hast need of a servant. Seek thou 
a young man strong in body and in courage. Bind 
him unto thee for twelve years and a day and when 
he hath finished his service unto thee, if he hath 
been faithful, I will lay a gift for him in thine 
hands.” And I said ‘How shall I know him, O 
Lord?” And the Lord answered, “Thou shalt 
know.” 

Maran. How didst thou know? 

EvisHa. Ah, little maid, perchance after all I did 
not know, 

Marau. Yet thou didst choose Gehazi. 

ExvisHaA. Perchance I chose too quickly. When I 
awoke a young man stood beside me. He laughed 
as he lifted my burden saying, ‘““Thou hast need 
of younger arms, O my father; let me bind myself 
unto thee for twelve years and a day.” And I 
said, ‘Praise be unto Jehovah, thou must be he 
of whom it was spoken.” 

MaraH. I ask not what the gift may be, O man 
of God, yet my heart yearns to know. 
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EvisHA. Even J know not. 

Maran. Thou knowest not? 

EisHa. At sunset hour it shall be revealed. 

Marau (Jn disappointment). Oh 

ExisHa. In times past I had hoped 

Maran. What? 

EvisHa. That it would be my mantle—this mantle 
of Elijah. Who knows—it may be—it may be 
(the face becomes more mocking and disappears) 
—and yet I fear not. 

Marau. Why this fear, my father? 

EvisHaA. Ever at his heart gnaweth the love of the 
things that perish. Thrice have I tested him. 
Thrice have I sent him to perform some miracle 
and he hath failed. Ever some wanton hath be- 
guiled and stripped him of his power. 

Maran. ‘Tis a hard matter to serve a prophet. 

ExvisHa. He hath served me well and he shall be 
rewarded. 

Maran. Thou wilt deliver unto him that which is 
his, my father. He cometh now and I return unto 
my mother. 

EvisHa. Go thou and think no more of Gehazi. 

(Exit MARAH just as GEHAZI enters. He is strong, 
brown, and well-built. He has the look of a man 
who 1s at times an idealist, at others a materialist. ) 

GEHAZI (Saluting EL1isHA). Naaman, the captain, 
hath laid aside his anger. | 

EvisHa. And wherefore was he angry? 

GEHAZzI. Because thou thyself did not come out unto 
him, and because thou gav’st him a task so simple. 
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He hath gone to dip him seven times even as you 
bade him, that he may be healed. 

EvisHA. He hath done well. And now I would be 
alone. 

GeHAzi. But, My master, the time of my service 
is fulfilled. 

E1isHa. Not so. At sunset thou cam’st unto me; 
at sunset is the time fulfilled. 

GEHAZI (Bowing). Thou knowest the will of 
Jehovah in all things, my master. 

ELisHA. .Come-thou unto me at sunset. ~ (Exit 
Evisna. Enter girl from behind rocks, laughing 
hysterically.) 

GEHAZI (Sternly). Why come you here again? 

Jupiru (Tossing her head). Because I wished. 

GEHAZI. Had my master known | 

Jupirw. Your master! Poor old grey-beard! Such 
a master | 

Genazi. And yet such an one as the king himself 
is wont to honor. 

Jupiru. O assuredly the king needs him at times 
with his miracles and his prophecies. 

GeHAziI. The king had sore need of him this day. 

JupirH. Who knows that better than 1? Was I 
not bearing water unto the king when this big 
captain came in crying, “I pray thee heal me of 
‘this sickness.”” (She rocks with laughter.) 

Geuazi. There is no cause in this for laughter. 

Jupiru. Nay, but thou didst not see the king’s 
countenance. He was startled; thinking the Syrian 
schemed: to seek a quarrel and make war upon 
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us—he was terrified! Lucky for him and for thee 
that I sent word unto your grey-haired prophet 
concerning this burly captain. 

GEHAzI. What hath that to do with me? 

Jupira (Mockingly). Why should I tell thee? 
Thou hast brought me no fruit nor wine. Neither 
have I received from thee a spotted dog to hug 
unto my heart under the stars of heaven. (She 
takes off the leper girl.) 

GeEHAzI. Thou art a mocker! 

Jupirm. And art thou not also a mocker when it 
pleaseth thee? Hast thou not played at healing 
the pains of the maid-servants and the men- 
servants of the king’s house? 

GEHAZI. Wine maketh a mocker of men. 

Jupirn. How well thou canst put on the fine air 
of the old bald-pate. 

GeHazi. Hush! Dost thou not remember the she- 
bear that came out of the woods at his command 
to devour the children who called him ‘‘old bald- 
pateet 

Juviru. Tell that tale to the leper’s daughter; thou 
canst not frighten me. 

GeHazi. What dost thou know of the leper’s 
daughter? 

Jupiru. Thou mightst also ask me, what do I know 
of the gift that cometh at sunset. 

GrEHAzI. What dost thou know? 

Jupiru (Laughing). Ihave seen it. 

GEHAZI. That is false! 
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JupirH. Then I'll tell thee nothing more. (Rises 
to go.) 

GEHAZI (Changing attitude). When thou art 
stormy, little Judith, thou art beautiful. 

Jupiru. Thou hast no love for me. 

GEHAZI. How canst thou say it? 

Jupirn. When hast thou said to me, “Judith, I 
love thee’? 

GEHAzI. I am servant unto a prophet. I may not 
speak love unto any woman. 

JupiruH. But today thou art free. 

GrHazi. Only for a night. Doubtless on the mor- 
row my master will say, “Thou wilt not leave me 
in mine old age, my Gehazi; thou wilt bind thy- 
self unto me another twelve years and a day.” 

Jupiru. But he himself said, “Who knows what 
way Gehazi goeth tomorrow?” 

GEHAzI. Said he that? 

JupitH. Yea and more! 

GEHAZI. What more? 

Jupiru. He loves thee not, my Gehazi. I myself 
heard him say of thee, “Ever at his heart gnaweth 
the love of the things that perish.” (Laughing.) 
Thou shouldst love, instead, the gift he hath 
planned for thee. (Again rocks with laughter.) 

GEHAzI. Cease thy laughing and speak what thou 
knowest. 

Jupiru. The gift is—see if thou canst guess. 

GEHAZI. Tell me. 

Jupiru. Not while thou commandest. 
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GeHAzI. Then I beg of thee. 

JupirH (Teasingly). Thou shalt guess three times 
and even tho’ in the end thou failest 

GEHAZzI. Yes, yes! 

Jupiru. I shall tell thee tomorrow! 

GEHAZI (Angrily). Tomorrow I shall not need 
thee. 

Jupira (Pouting). You love me only when you 
need me—now for your first guess. 

GEHAZI. ‘The black horse that he hath raised from 
a colt? 

Jupiru. As far as is Dan from Beersheba. 

GEHAZI. The pieces of gold that he fastens inside 
his girdle? 

Jupirnw. Farther still. 

GrHazt. He hath naught else to give. 

Jupiru. Cease and I will tell thee. 

GeHazi. My Judith! 

JupirH. ‘Thou wilt share it with me? 

GEHAZI. First tell me. 

Jupirw. Thou art selfish. I shall be going. 

GeHazi. Nay, nay, I promise to share it. 

Jupiru. Draw close unto me. Lay thy head upon 
my shoulder while I whisper unto thee our good 
fortune. 

GEHAZI (Complying). Now wilt thou tell me? 

Jupirn. The gift is (shrieking with laughter )— 
his tattered old mantle! (More laughter.) 

GEHAZI (Starting up and tossing her arms away 
from him). Always a mocker. Why did I trust 
thee again? 
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JupirH. Believe it or not, just as you wish. But 
the words came thus to me as I hid behind the 
rocks, ‘““he hath served me well and perhaps my 
mantle shall yet be his.” 

GeHaAzi. If ’tis the mantle of Elijah that he be- 
stoweth upon me, then with it goes the gift of 
healing and prophecy. Men will reward me richly 
for my service. I shall become great among men. 

Jupiru. Nay, he said that thou hadst failed when- 
ever he sent thee forth to heal—(drawing closer 
to him teasingly)—‘tis but the tattered mantle 
that thou receiveth, my Gehazi. 

GEHAZI (Pushing her off angrily). What means the 
man? Are his wits failing with age? 

Jupiru (Cooingly). Wow well thou wilt look in 
thy mantle! 

Genazi. T’'ll not receive it! Twelve years and a 
day have I labored. And many times have I 
hungered, within the sight of rich food. 

JupirH. Thou must be careful of it; it is well 
worn! Tomorrow thou wilt put on thy mantle thus 
(rising and enacting it) and thou wilt call the leper 
maid and her spotted dog and the three of you 
shall go forth thus (laughter). 

GEHAZI (Angrily). I tell thee, I'll not receive it 
without the gift of healing. Cease thy taunts. 

JupiTrH. Canst keep a secret? 

GeHaAzi. Yea! 

Jupiru. Dost thou love me? 

Genazi. Thou knowest that I love thee. 

Jupiru. More than the leper woman? 
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GeHAzI. What hath she to do with me and thee? 

JupiruH. Thou wilt forget her when we are far 
hence? 

GEHAZI (Uneasily). We? Far hence? 

JupirH. Only unto thy Judith hath Jehovah re- 
vealed the gift truly he hath for thee. 

GEHAZI. Woman, dost thou mock again—so soon? 

Jupiru. I shall leave thee. 

GEHAZI. Forgive me. What hath been revealed 
to thee? 

JupirH. Is it not a strange thing that this captain 
cometh from afar on the day thy service is ful- 
filled? 

GEHAZI. What manner of disease is upon this 
Naaman? 

Jupiru. I know not! Icare not! But as I talked 
with one of his men this day 

GeEHAzI. As is ever thy custom, beloved. 

Jupiru. As I talked with him, he said, ‘‘ ’T will be 
well for thine old prophet if the river Jordan does 
its healing. For my master hath brought priceless 
gifts to pour at the feet of his healer—rich 
mantles—and silver—and gold.” 

GEHAZI. What hath that to do with me? 

JupirH. Canst not understand? 

GeHaAziI. Nay, my Judith. 

Jupirn. Thou stupid one. Thy master hath asked 
Jehovah to lay the gift for thee within his hands 
at sunset. At sunset cometh Naaman bearing rich 
cifts unto Elisha and Jehovah will say unto him, 
“Behold the gift that I have put into thine hands 
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for Gehazi even as thou didst ask. Bestow these 
things upon him.” 

GeHAziI. But thou didst say that the mantle should 
be mine. 

Jupiru. Nay, I did but tease thee. 

GEHAZI. Can this thing be (meditatively) ? 

JupirH. Hast thou not read the books of our 
fathers? Was it not even thus that the lamb of 
sacrifice was brought unto Abraham at the ap- 
pointed hour? 

GEHAZI. ‘Thou art wonderful! Thou art a 
prophetess ! 

Jupiru (Laying her head upon his shoulder). See 
how thou dost need me! 

GEHAZI (Gazing raptly). At sunset I shall be free, 
with the wealth of a merchant within mine 
hands! 

Jupiru. And together we shall go forth at sunrise. 
And thou shalt increase in wisdom and in prophecy 
as shall also thy wealth increase! 

GeHaziI. Thou art altogether wonderful—as wise 
as thou art beautiful! 

JupirH. Say it again, my Gehazi! 

GeHazi. This thing which was hidden even unto 
Elisha hath been revealed to thee. 

Jupirn. Yea, my Gehazi, even yet he knoweth not 
whence the gift shall come. 

Geuazi. Marah will be glad. I must call Marah. 

JupirH. Nay, trouble her not. Perchance after 
many years we shall return and take this Marah 
as a serving maid unto us and our children. 
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GeHazi. Yea, my Judith, but I must bid her fare- 
well ere the darkness wraps itself about the hills. 

Jupiru. Canst thou not leave thy farewells with 
Elisha ? 

GEHAzI. Nay, I must see the maiden. She is sick 
at heart in that she hath but buried her father. 
JupirH. ‘Then go speedily, my Beloved, call her 

quickly and let us bid her farewell. 

GeEHAzI. Thou must go, my Judith. My master must 
not come and find thee here. At sunrise I will 
come for thee. ; 

Jupira. Now that thou hast the secret thou wouldst 
send me away so that thou mayst speak love to 
the leper’s daughter. 

Genazi. Nay, my Judith, do we not go a long way 
together? “Tomorrow we shall have left the maid 
far behind us. 

Jupira (Beginning to smile). Many things may 
happen between sunset and sunrise. Nevertheless 
leave thee» CExinjupira?) 

GEHAZI (Calling). Marah! little Marah! Why, 
there thou art with thy spotted dog—Marah !— 
How slowly she climbs up the rocks. How cruel 
that [ may not hold out an hand unto her lest her 
touch bring sorrow. Marah—thou art weeping 
again for thy father? 

Maran. Nay, not so. But my mother, also, hath 
grown weary of suffering and hath left me. At 
evening Judah and Reuben bury her beneath the 
stones. 

GEuAZI. Thou hast left the hills? 
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MaraAH. Yea. Elisha hath long promised me that 
when my duties were done among the hills, then 
would he take away mine heritage of disease. I 
have come seeking him. 

GEHAzI. What wilt thou then? 

Maran. Fain would I be serving-maid unto Elisha. 

GEHAZI. That cannot be. Elisha abideth not long 
at any place. 

Marau. At least for a few days I shall be near to 
him and to thee. 

GeHAzI. Alas, my Marah, I leave at sunrise. I 
called thee to bid thee farewell. 

Marau (Seeking to hide her feelings). Whither 
goest thou? 

GeEHAzI. I know not. This I know—the gift hath 
been revealed to me. 

Marau. Reveal it also unto me. 

GeEHAzI. Naaman, the Syrian, whom Elisha hath 
healed bringeth much wealth as a thank-offering. 
Even now he returns with it. Dost not under- 
stand? Thus Jehovah hath provided the gift 
promised unto me. 

Maran. Thou art mad! 

GEHAZI (Startled). Wherefore? 

Marau. Even into our exile have we taken the 
sacred writings. There is naught therein that 
promiseth such reward. 

Genazti. Shall the servants go unrewarded? 

Maran. When did Jehovah ever bestow gifts of 
gold and silver? And when hath a prophet ac- 
cepted money for healing? 
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GEHAzI. Thou meanest ? 

Maran. That Elisha will bid Naaman keep his 
gold and thank Jehovah by serving him. 

GEHAZI (Fiercely). Let him refuse the gift for 
himself but accept it for them unto whom he must 
fulfill a promise. 

Maran. Wouldst thou have no gift save gold and 
silver? Or jewels? or raiment? 

GeHaAzi. I desire naught else. 

MaraH. But yesterday thou didst pray for the gift 
of healing that thou thyself mightst save me from 
my heritage. 

GEHAZI (Softening). Elisha shall heal thee, little 
one. But as for me, I am weary of healing and 
prophecies. The rod of healing faileth in my 
hands. Unto the farthest generation there hath 
been no prophet in my house. Shall I seek 
throughout all my days for that which is hidden 
from mine eyes? Nay! 

(Enter JupITH, stormily.) 

JupirH. Thou fool! Wasting the moments with 
a leper maid whilst thy promised gift is being 
snatched from thee. 

GEHAZI. What mean you? 

Jupirw. Old Greybeard hath refused the gold. Al- 
ready Naaman beareth thy treasures back into 
Syria. Hasten, thou sluggard, ere it be too late. 

Marau. To what purpose would he hasten, since 
Elisha hath refused the gifts? 

Jupiru. What dost thou know, save of disease and 
jackals, and spotted dogs. (Turning to GEHAZI.) 
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Dost stand there and let a witless old man and 
a stupid maid cheat thee out of the portion which 
the Lord hath provided? MHasten I pray thee 
while he is yet in sight. 

GEHAZI. Certainly thou art right. I go. 

Maran. Nay, nay, Gehazi! 

JupirH. Go with all speed if thou dost call thyself 
a man. 

GeEHAZI. Thou art right. The gold was sent not 
unto him but unto me. 

Maran. Not so, Gehazi. Some other gift awaits 
thee! 

GEHAZI (Roughly). Winder me not. I go. (Exit 
GEHAZI. ) 

JupirH. Now, see for thyself whom Gehazi loveth. 

MaraAuH. Thou lovest him not. Again thou hast 
been his undoing. 

Jupiru. Say no more. Thou dost sicken me with 
thy prating. 

Maran (WVringing her hands). All his days he 
shall regret this hour. 

JupirH. Perchance it were better that he grow old 
in the tattered mantle of Elisha, muttering tooth- 
less prophecies where’er he goes—and receiving 
naught for his mutterings. 

Voice oF ExtsHa. Gehazi! 

Jupirnw (Jn sudden fear). Answer him not till I 
am gone. (Exit JUDITH.) 

Voice. Gehazi! The sunset is well-nigh here! 
Gehazi! 

(Enter ELISHA.) 
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MaraH. He is not here, my father! 

Exvisua. What dost thou here, little one? 

Marau (/Vearily). I had thought my duties in 
the hills fulfilled, and had come hither for mine 
healing. 

ExisHa. Thou shalt have it. 

MaraH. Nay, not yet. Already the voices of the 
hills call me, saying, “do not leave us, Marah. 
Do not leave us.” 

EvisHaA. What voices—now that thy parents are 
no more? 

Maran. ‘The voices of the little foxes whose 
mother Reuben killed—and of the little goat that 
the falling rock hath bruised—and of old Sarah 
who shortly goeth to her long home. 

EvisHa. There will always be motherless foxes and 
falling rocks and women growing old. Thou canst 
not wait for these. 

MarAu. In all the world, there are none save these 
that need me. 

Evisua. Thou wilt find it lonely with thy mother 
gone. 

Maran. How didst thou know my mother was 
gone? 

ExisHA. Mine eyes see afar off. From yonder rock 
I saw thee bid thy mother’s corpse farewell. 

MaraAu. ‘Thou canst indeed see well. 

ELisHA. Stand thou upon that rock and tell me if 
thou canst see the spot where thou didst leave thy 
mother? (MArRAH climbs up.) 
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Maran. Nay, my father. 

ExvisHaA. Now turn thine eyes down the road that 
leads to Syria and see if thou canst discern Naaman 
and his men. 

Marau (ln growing fear). I—I—see the dust, my 
father. 

EvisHaA. Doth no one come this way? 

Maran. A man cometh this way, my father. 

EvisHa. Thou knowest not.who he may be? 

Marau (Swallowing a sob). The dust and the set- 
ting sun blind mine eyes, O my father. 

EvisuHa (Climbing upon the rocks also). Mine eyes 
are old, yet through the dust I see Gehazi. 

Maran. My father, many times thou hast seen 
Gehazi come up that hill at sunset. 

E1isHa. Yet wherefore so heavily laden? 

Maran (Half-sobbing). Wow should I know, my 
father? 

EvisHa (Relentlessly). And wherefore does he 
place them behind the rocks? 

Marau. I know not, my father. 

ExisHa (Calling). Gehazi! Gehazi! MHasten! 

GEHAZI. Yea, master. 

Exvisua. Bring thy burden hither. 

Marau (Seizing his arm). O master, master, look 
not so. 

(ELISHA stands motionless, his arms folded, gazing 
down the pathway upon the approaching culprit.) 

ExisHaA. Peace, maiden. He hath offended Jehovah, 
the God of Abraham and of Isaac and of Jacob. 


[ 149 ] 


THE GIFT OF JEHOVAH 


Maran. He hath served thee well. He hath sung 
thy praises unto kings and shepherds. For thee 
he hath suffered hunger and cold. 

ELISHA. “Peace! 

(Enter GEHAZI. His breath comes quickly; he drops 
his burden and prostrates himself.) 

GeEHAzI. Master, I am come. 

EvisHaA. Spread out thy new treasures. (Silently 
GEHAZI obeys. MARAH slips down from the rocks 
and hides her face in her hands.) What didst 
thou say unto Naaman? 

GEHAzi. That thou wouldst receive the treasures, 
not for thyself but for them that served thee— 
for the young sons of the prophets. 

EvisHa (Trembling with rage). And for this—for 
two changes of raiment and for some pieces of 
silver, thou hast betrayed both God and master. 

GEHAzI. Call it what thou wilt, my father. 

EisHA. For twelve years I have nourished a traitor 
with my bread. 

GEHAZzI. For twelve years and a day I have served 
thee well. 

Ex1isna. And hast received a servant’s full portion. 

GeuaAzt. And hadst been all but promised a dis- 
ciple’s, not a servant’s reward, in the end. 

EisHA. Yet thou thyself hast snatched a servant’s, 
not a disciple’s reward. When was a disciple 
rewarded with gold? 

GrEHAZzI. The sunset faintly tinges the hills, yet what 
hadst thou in thine hands for me? 

EvisHa. In my hands I hold my rod of healing. 
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GeHazi. Thrice have I fared forth with thy rod 
of healing, and thrice hath it failed. Give thy 
rod unto one of the sons of the prophets. 

EvisHa. Yea, it shall be so. 

GEHAZI. Shall the gift which Jehovah promised 
unto me be but a rod which in my hands hath 
thrice proven itself to be but a rod? Which 
serveth but to bring upon me the laughter of the 
people? 

EvisHa (Jn biting scorn). Thy father called thee 
Gehazi which means ‘Valley of Vision.” And 
because of thy name and of thy flashing eyes and 
merry smile I took thee into my heart, believing 
thee to be sent of Jehovah. 

GeHazi. And because of thy love for me and of 
mine for thee, twelve years and a day have I lived 
the life that long ago grew irksome unto me. The 
hard rough life of the prophet is pleasing unto 
thee, my master, but it wearies me, who love the 
touch of silken garments, the wine of the king’s 
palace, the glitter of jewels, whether they be the 
eyes of women or whether they be precious stones. 

ExisHa. Cease, thou ungrateful one. 

Greuazi. Nay, before thou dost slay me, let me 
speak the words that have long lain silent in my 
heart. Thou sayst that I who am named “Valley 
of Vision” have none, and it is so. Yet where has 
been thine, O man of God, that thou hast kept 
me at thy side, knowing my yearning after things 
of earth? Where was thy vision when thou didst 
send me forth to raise the dead? 


[151 ] 


THE GIFT OF JEHOVAH 
EvisHa. Thou didst disobey. I bade thee speak 


to none. 

GEHAzI. Could I be silent with every harlot shriek- 
ing with laughter because thou didst think that J 
could raise the dead. 

EvisHA. Hadst thou obeyed 

GeHaAzI. WHadst thou vision when thou sawst not 
that Jehovah had chosen to reward a carnal man 
with carnal things? Was it not for this that the 
Syrian came at the sunset hour bringing the needed 
gifts unto thine empty hands? If thou wouldst 
rob me of mine own, shall I not snatch a portion 
of it? (As he says this, JUDITH steps mockingly 
into view. Enter JUDITH.) 

ELIsHA. Covetous man, thou shalt not/ The pieces 
of silver shall be given unto the sons of the 
prophets, even as thou didst promise. As for these 
garments of Naaman (giving them a twitch with 
his cane) they are fit only for the flames (with his 
cane he lifts the robe nearest him and flings it 
toward the fire. GEHAZI springs to save it, then 
snatches up the other garment and tosses it to 
JupDITH.) 

GEHAZI (To JuDITH, as the two fling the mantles 
scornfully about themselves). Take that, my 
Judith. (Yo Exvitsua.) It is thou who shalt not. 

Marau (Stepping out of the background). O, my 
father, forbid him! 

GreHazi. He is no longer my master! Come, my 
Judith, let us go! (He comes over and takes her 
hand.) 
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ELisHa (Pointing finger at GEHAzI). Thou fool, 
knowest thou not what manner of sickness was 
upon Naaman who hath betimes worn that 
mantle ? 

GEHAZI (Startled). Nay! 

Jupirs (Dropping GEHAzI’s hand). Nay! 

EvisHa. Again, I say, Thou fool! Thou hast 
fashioned for thyself thy gift from Jehovah. 
Thou hast spurned the mantle of Elijah with its 
double portion of his spirit. Thou hast chosen 
instead the mantle of Naaman, reeking with his 
curse of (MaARAH rushes forward.) 

MarauH. O my father, save him rather than me. 

Jupiru (Shrilly). Curse of what? 

EisHa (Sternly). Leprosy! 

GEHAZI (Staggering blindly toward JUDITH as she 
frantically snatches off the garment and flings it 
into his face). Judith, what have we done? 

Jupiru. Say not we, thou accursed one! Put not 
thine hand upon me; (backing away from him) 
. . . go thou to the hills before my kinsmen drive 
thee thither with stones! (Becoming more shrill 
and panic-stricken) . .. They will kill thee if 
thou durst trouble me again. (Dashes out in 
frenzy of terror. Exit JUDITH.) 

GrEHAZI. Have no fear, my traitress, I go unstoned 
into the hills. (He staggers out, looking at his 
hands. Silently EvisHA watches him, his arms 
folded. Marah steals up close to him.) 

EvisHa. A more gracious gift awaits thee, little 
Marah. Come, stand before me. 
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Maran. Nay, my father, yet another voice calls 
me back into the hills. 

EisHA (Gently). ‘Thou hast no promise save for 
today, little Marah. Perchance when thou comest 
hither tomorrow, only the wind of Elisha’s depart- 
ing spirit shall blow upon thy face. 

Marau. Let that be as it wilt, my father. Gehazi 
hath remembered me in mine afflictions. I go to 
him in his. (Exit MaRAH.) 

(As she disappears the purple of sunset begins to 
flood the hills.) 

EisHa. Who knows? Perhaps not unto me, but 
unto thee, O little maid, it was given to bestow 
upon Gehazi the Gift of Jehovah. 


CURTAIN 


[154] 


THE LIGHT UPON THE WAY 


A Christmas Play 


By 
MABEL HuBBARD JOHNSON 


All Rights Reserved 


For Permission to Produce this Play 
Apply to the Publishers 


TIME 


Christmas Eve several centuries after the Birth of Christ. 


CHARACTERS 


ACHARD, a woodcutter. 

Gonpa, his wife. 

Two WoMEN. 

A STRANGER, an old man. 

THE Boy, son of Achard and Gonda. 
‘THE UNKNowN Lab. 

CAROLLERS AND VILLAGERS. 
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SETTING: The interior of a woodcutter:s hut, on the 
edge of a remote forest in Luranta, a European 
principality. One small window at the back, with | 
a door beside it. At the right there is a fireplace, 
with a settle on one side. A pallet is on the other 
side, on which GONDA is lying. A rough table and 
three chairs complete the furnishings. There is 
no light in the room, except that of the fire. But 
through the window a faint glow comes from the 
brightly lighted windows of the castle on the hill. 
Occasionally a bit of dance music comes floating 
down. The two women stand in the corner 
farthest from the pallet. One of them holds an 
infant in her arms. . 

First WoMAN (Pityingly). She sleeps quietly now, 
poor woman. 

SECOND WoMAN (Who holds the infant). ’Tis 
long they've waited for a child. 

First WomMAN. The poor little soul; ’tis a hard 
world he’s born into on this Christmas Eve. 

SECOND WoMAN. She bore herself so bravely, and 
was so proud to see her son. Who will tell her? 
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First Woman. She’ll find out soon enough. It’s a 
cripple he’ll be always with his poor withered 
leg. 

SECOND WomaNn. It’s the castle on the hill where 
he belongs. How will he ever be a woodcutter? 
There’s no money here to care for him. 

First Woman. Achard is a dark-browed man. 
He'll have no kindness for a crippled son. 

SECOND WoMAN. If the Christ Child would but 
come to this house to-night! Perhaps 

First WoMAN. There is sore need of Him here, 
indeed, 

SECOND WoMAN. ’Tis said He finds His way where 
love and need are greatest. 

First WoMAN. There is much love here. Achard 
is ever gentle with Gonda, since he brought her 
from her own country. 

SECOND WoMAN. She is not strong like the women 
of our land. I feared she might not bear her son 
in safety. 

First WomAN. Achard feared for her, too. ’ T'was 
hard to send him from the house. 

SECOND WoMAN. Here he cometh. Lay the child 
beside his mother. I would not have Achard see 
the withered limb tonight. 

(ACHARD enters.) 

AcHARD. Good even, good women. The boy? 

First WomMAN. He sleeps beside his mother. 

AcHARD. I thank thee for thy care of him and 
her. 

SECOND Woman. Shall I light a candle for the 
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window. Mayhap the Christ Child comes this 
way to-night. 

AcHARD (Proudly). The legend saith He cometh 
where there is great need. Here we have no need. 
I am strong. I can care for my wife and child. 

First Woman. We all have need of Him. 

SECOND WoMAN (Sympathetically). Sometimes 
our need is greater than we know. 

First WoMAN. He cometh, too, where there is 
great love. 

AcCHARP. ’Tis true there is love in our hut. And 
now that the boy hath come, a strong and healthy 
lad who will help me with the chopping 

First WoMAN (fastily, with a sympathetic look at 
the SECOND WoMaAN). My man will be waiting 
for his supper. I must go. Good even. (She 
goes out.) 

SECOND Woman. Shall I stay to prepare a bite for 
thee and Gonda? 

ACHARD. I thank thee kindly. Thou hast done 
much for my family. ’Tis not needed that thou 
should tarry. 

SECOND WoMAN. Good even, then. , 

ACHARD. Good even to thee. 

(She goes out. ACHARD looks at the sleeping 
GonpA, busies himself about the room. Fe stirs 
the fire, takes from his pouch a half loaf of white 
bread and a slice of venison, unwrapping them 
carefully. GONDA stirs.) 

GonpA. Achard! 

AcHarp (Tenderly). Yes, wife. 
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GonpA. The boy? 

ACHARD. He lies beside thee. The neighbor women 
have cared for him and are now gone. 

Gonna (Half rising to look at the child). He is so 
beautiful—so perfect—my Christmas boy. 

AcHARD. We will have a feast for his birth-night, 
wife. Thou hast eaten little of the coarse fare a 
woodcutter dost provide. See! Here is the 
white bread thou lovest; thou hadst it in thine own 
country before I brought thee hither. 

GonpaA. White bread, such as I had in my father’s 
house! Thou too art a father, my Achard. 

ACHARD. Aye, the father of a son, who shall care 
for us when we are old. Taste, wife. (He 
tempts her with a morsel.) 

Gonpa. It hath the flavor of home. But, husband, 
thou hast denied thyself. Thou hast gone without 
thy needs to find white bread for me. 

ACHARD. Nay, it dropped from the bag of one 
of the lords who hunt in the woods. He was too 
scornful to gather it up. (He feeds her once 
more.) And there is more. When I carried my 
avood to the castle for the great fire, the cook did 
cut me a slice for thee from the deer roasting on 
the spit. A tasty morsel it is, and ’twill give thee 
strength. (He feeds her the venison.) 

Gonpa. Enough, dear husband. Thou, too, must 
eat. Thy task is hard, and thou must needs be 
strong to care for us. 

ACHARD. The coarse fare is man’s food. ~To- 
morrow thou shalt have more of the white bread 
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and venison. (There is a knock at the door.) 
Enter, 

(An old man enters, feeble and trembling.) 

STRANGER. I seek my way to a place I know not of. 
Perhaps here I may rest. 

ACHARD. Where goest thou? 

STRANGER. I know not. I am weary and faint. i 
must find succor. 

AcHARD. This is but a woodcutter’s hut. In the 
castle on the hill there is great plenty. Go thither. 

STRANGER. My steps are slow and feeble. Could 
I but stay the night here, where there is warmth, 
and perhaps food. 

AcHARD. ‘Tis but to-night that my wife hath been 
in travail. (He picks up the child and holds it 
awkwardly.) She is weak, and the babe new-born. 
We can keep no strangers here. There is no 
room. 

STRANGER. A crust then, to give me strength for 
the climb to the castle. 

ACHARD (Impatiently). I tell thee, we are but poor 
folk; we have scant portion for ourselves. 

Gonpa (Half-rising). The loaf and the venison, in 
thy hand, husband. 

AcHARD: . Hush, wifel- Thou art weak. Thy 
strength will ebb. The portion is too small to 
share. 

Gonpa. I am not hungered—and the old man 

ACHARD. The old man is a beggar. Let him be on 
his way to where they roast fat deer and the wine 
flows freely. They will not miss his crust. 
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Gonna (Pleadingly). Husband, ’tis Christmas Eve. 

(The CARROLLERS are heard on their way to the 
castle. They pass the window singing, and grow 
fainter.) 

ACHARD (T'o the STRANGER). Follow them. 

(The STRANGER moves slowly toward the door. As 
he passes ACHARD, he places his hand gently on 
the child’s head, and speaks softly.) 

STRANGER. A little child shall lead them. 

(He goes out. The child wails fretfully. GONDA 
reaches up to take him. As she lifts him in her 
arms and brings him to her side, she utters a 
piercing scream and falls back upon the pallet, 
with the babe clasped close to her.) 

Gonpa. Achard! Achard! our boy—our beautiful 
boy. See! See! (She holds the babe toward 
ACHARD.) His little limb! ’Tis withered and 
useless—Achard our boy. (She weeps.) 

ACHARD. Useless! It may not be! The women 
who were with thee—they said naught. (He 
looks at the child and then rushes to the door.) 
“Twas the devil himself here but now! (He opens 
the door. No one is in sight. The carollers are 
silent, but gay dance music, careless and voluptu- 
ous, floats thorugh the door.) He hath gone. 
He hath taken himself off to torture other poor 
souls on Christmas Eve. The Evil One himself 
hath harmed our lad! He laid his demon’s hand 
upon him, and withered his strong limb. May 
God condemn him to eternal torment! Let him 
not roam the earth with his evil thoughts bringing 
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his wickedness to those who have done no wrong! 
(GONDA sobs pitifully.) Weep not so, wife. 
Weep not so. (He awkwardly tries to comfort 
her. Another band of carollers is heard. They 
pass the window. One stops and leans in.) 

CAROLLER. Good Christmas to you, neighbors. 

(They do not speak. The CAROLLER goes on. 
Another Caroller stops.) 

SECOND CAROLLER. *Tis rumored that they wait 
the Christ Child at yon palace. 

(GonDA lifts her head.) 

Gonna. The Christ Child! 

SECOND CAROLLER. Aye. Every seventh year He 
walks abroad in our land. And ’tis long since He 
hath been seen in our village. Tribute is heavy 
upon us to yon lords of the manor. 

ACHARD. We are sore afflicted! 

CAROLLER. Ay, that we be! Heaven send the 
Christ Child to deliver us! Good Christmas to 
you, neighbors! (He goes on.) 

GONDA. The Christ Child! What meaneth he, hus- 
band? 

ACHARD. ’Tis an old saying in these parts. I know 
not if it be true. 

Gonna. Tell me. I have not learned the ways of 
this strange country where thou hast brought me. 
In the Christ Child we might find help for our 
child. 

AcHARD: The legend runneth that on Christmas 
Eve our Saviour cometh to earth and blesseth that 
household that receiveth Him. 
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GonpaA. Who might refuse Him?—Oh, Achard— 
our boy, our little boy! (GONDA only half listens 
and questions ACHARD absent-mindedly—with low 
crooning sounds to the babe in her arms.) 

AcHARD. ’Tis said He cometh not in His own like- 
ness. Once in seven years, my countrymen believe 
He cometh to our land and that village in which 
He findeth rest, prospereth. 

Gonpa. Hath He come in thy memory? 

ACHARD. Once—when I was a lad—my uncle 
turned from his door, a woman who carried on 
her arma babe. And when she had departed, the 
bells of the church did ring, though no hand had 
touched them—all jangled and harsh—though our 
bells had been the sweetest of this land. ’Iwas a 
fearsome sound. 

Gonpa. And did thy kinsman not run after her and 
call her back? 

AcHARD. No trace of her could be found. ’Tis 
said—but whether it be true I cannot tell—that 
she wandered to the village next to ours, and being 
well received there, great prosperity came to the 
whole village, and rich blessings fell to that house- 
hold which had opened its door to her. ’Tis said 
‘twas the blessed Mother and Child. 

GOonDA. Dost not believe it, Achard? 

ACHARD. *Twas long ago. I was but a lad. 

GonpA. But our neighbors, they believe. The 
women who were with me. They spoke together. 

AcHARD. Aye. The whole village murmureth. 
Tis said the lord of the manor hath promised that 
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there will be no tribute exacted for seven years if 
the Christ Child be received in our village to-night. 
And from that household that receiveth Him, 
there shall be no more tribute forever. 

Gonpva (Holding her baby close). If the Christ 
Child should come to us! 

ACHARD. Nay! The castle is alight, and they make . 
merry. ’Tis ordered that none shall be turned 
away who asketh help. 

GonpaA. My babe! My beautiful boy! ’Tis cruel! 
PRs cruel! : 

ACHARD. ’Tis said the Christ Child finds His way 
where there is great love. 

GonpbDA. Thou hast ever loved me, Achard, and I 
thee. 

ACHARD. For me, thou left thy father’s house to 
follow to my cold and dreary land. 

Gonpa. I loved thee, Achard. And now our boy 
hath great need of love. 

ACHARD. ‘Tis said again, that where the need is 
greatest, there the Christ Child will come. 

Gonpa. Sore is our need, Achard. Perhaps, if we 
with meek and humble hearts, wait the blessing, 
the Christ Child will come and our boy—oh, 
Achard, if the Christ should come, I would hold 
out my boy to Him, and ask that he be healed. 
He would not refuse, Achard—not refuse to heal 
the babe born on His own birth night. Oh, 
Achard, let us pray that He come to us. (The 
Carollers are heard again.) Oh, beg them to 
send the Mother and Child to us. We will share 
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our warmth and food with them. We will turn 
no one away—no—one—away. Achard—thou 
saidst He came not in His own likeness. 

ACHARD. ‘Iwas a beggar woman that mine uncle 
turned away. (A sudden jangle of discordant 
bells—starts and stops.) 

Gonpa. A beggar woman! Achard—the old man 
—cCould it have been f 

ACHARD. Nay, it was the devil who touched our 
boy, and with his evil power palsied him. 

Gonpa (Musingly).* In mine own country, no evil 
spirit dare stir abroad, nor have power to harm on 
the season of our Saviour’s birth. 

(The CAROLLERS are heard for a moment only, as 
they come near. They are interrupted by the 
harsh jangling of the bells, which continues until 
the CAROLLERS burst into the hut with muttering 
protests and exclamations.) 

CAROLLER. Dost hear? Again the Christ hath 
passed us by. 

ANOTHER. He came not to me. 

ANOTHER. At the great house they waited Him with 
revelry. 

ANOTHER. The tribute will be yet more heavy. 

ANOTHER. What wretch hath turned Him away? 

ANOTHER (Seeing GoNDA hold her babe close with 
a rapt look). I would the Christ Child had come 
to this house, neighbors, for great love dwelleth 
here. 

ANOTHER. He would not have been turned from 
this door. 
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ACHARD. Nay, for we have great need of Him. 

VILLAGER. Thy wife—she is not ailing? and the 
boy? 

ACHARD. The wife does well—the boy 

(One of the women who had been with GonpDaA, 
hurries in.) 

Woman. Hast heard what likeness the Christ Child 
wore when He was rejected in our village? 

SEVERAL, Nay. None hath seen a woman and 
child. 

Woman. "Twas not as the Mother and Child He 
came, but in the likeness of a poor old man. 

GoNnDA (Rising). An—old—man? 

Woman. Aye, a bent old man—weary and tremb- 
ling. Tis said He begged for shelter and 
food. 

ACHARD. ’T was the devil himself—the dark and 
evil one. 

(The jangling bells ring discordantly again. 

Woman. Blaspheme not! As He passed out of the 
village, a light shone round about Him, and led 
Him. ’Twas the Christ Himself. 

VILLAGER. What niggardly one hath brought this 
curse upon us? 

ANOTHER. And the tribute! 

ACHARD. Curse him! Curse him! I tell you my 
son that was born strong and sound hath now a 
withered limb. The demon touched him and 
virtue went out of him. 

VILLAGER. "Twas thou then that turned away the 
Christ, and we are taxed more sorely than before. 
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(The villagers crowd in threatening. GONDA sits 
up holding her babe. ACHARD Stands sullen.) 
Woman. Neighbors, neighbors, ’tis the blessed 

Christmas, and the babe new-born. 

Gonna (To herself). ’ITwas the Christ we turned 
from our door. 

AcHARD. If ’twas the Christ who touched my child, 
His touch is evil. 

VILLAGERS (Angrily). He blasphemeth. He 
blasphemeth. 

Woman. ’Twas the Christ who came to heal your 
child, withered from his birth, and ye would not. 

ACHARD (Jn terror). From his birth? 

Woman. Aye, we spoke not of it to thy wife, so 
weak and spent was she; ’twas Christmas Eve, 
and we hoped that the Christ Child might come 
to this house. 

GonpA. He came and He touched my babe, but 
there was no healing in His touch, for we received 
Him not. 

VILLAGER. He passed by our village and our tribute 
is made more sore. Tis thy hard heart hath 
burdened us, Achard. 

(ACHARD sinks down on a stool, burying his face in 
his hands. GONDA holds her babe, grieving.) 

Woman. Go, neighbors. He hath been punished. 
The babe is weakly, and his wife gains not her 
strength. Go! Had the Christ Child come to 
you, as an old beggar, perhaps ye too, would have 
turned Him from your doors. Go! Sing your 
carols in meekness and humbleness of heart. 
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(She pushes them out, and they go, singing less joy- 
ful carols. As the last harsh jangling is heard, the 
woman lifts the babe, wraps him more carefully, 
lays him down again beside his mother, who has 
sunk back on her pallet. The woman puts a stick 
on the dying fire, draws the curtain, shutting out 
the lights from the castle. She goes out softly 
closing the door. ACHARD remains with his head 
in his hands. The last faint notes of the carollers 
are heard as 


THE CURTAIN GOES DOWN 
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Time—Seven years later on Christmas Eve. 


SETTING—The same interior, but the hut is barer 
than before. The curtain has a large patch; the 
table is set for four, with cracked dishes. GONDA 
moves about the room, pale and frail looking. 
The Boy of seven sits on the settle; he is small 
and delicate; a home-made wooden crutch leans 
beside him; there is no glow from the outside; the 
Castle is dark. An unlighted candle, not very 
large, is on the table. 


Tue Boy. The candle, mother? May I not put it 
in the window now? 

GonpaA. Nay, lad, wait until thy father comes; it 
may have long to burn, and there is but one. 

THe Boy; But such a beautiful one, mother, so 
tall and straight. Surely it will bring the Christ 
Child to us. 

GONDA. Pray God it may, my son. 

Tue Boy. Tell me once more, mother dear, about 
my birth-night. 

GonpA. The tale hath been told so oft. 

Tue Boy. Did the Christ Child really come to our 
home, and did He really lay His hands on me? 
(GONDA sits down beside him on the bench. He 

leans against her, looking up into her face.) 
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GonDA. ’T was a bitter night when thou wast born, 
my son. Thy father was worn with the cold, and 
his fear for me. 

Tue Boy. Aye, my father fears for thee always, 
mother dear. He asks me to see that thou rest 
more oft. Our father is kind. 

Gonpa (Fiercely). He hath ever been kind and 
good. 

Tue Boy. The people in the village, mother? They 
do not know how good our father is, do they, 
mother? 

GonpDA. He is so silent, and they cannot see his 
heart. They blame him for their heavy tax. 

Tue Boy (Loyally). They shall not blame my 
father. ’Twas for thee he kept the small portion 
of white bread and of venison. Thy need was 
great. 

Gonpa. Ah, my need was great. 

THE Boy (Shuddering). Without it thou might 
have perished. "Iwere better they were taxed 
than that my father and I (He buries his 
face in her shoulder. She comforts him.) 

Gonpa. There, my lad. Thou hast both father 
and mother to love thee. 

THE Boy. My father made me my crutch so that I 
might run about quickly. He made me the little 
bench that I might kneel at the window and see 
the trees. Tell me once again—what did the old 
man look like? Was there no look of the Christ 
about Him? 
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Gonpa. He was but an old beggar man, and 
yet 

Tue Boy. But He touched me. He laid His hand 
upon me, thou saidst! 

Gonpa. Ay, He laid His hand upon thee, and 
beggar though He was, there was such pity in His 
eyes, it hurt my heart. 

Tue Boy. Mayhap ’twas His touch that made me 
so happy and so rich in love, thine and my 
father’s; he never beateth me as other fathers do; 
he made me my crutch, my bench, and toys and 
on warm days he carrieth me into the forest with 
him. I hear the birds and see the lovely flowers. 
It is beautiful and still in the forest, mother. 
And father’s axe ringeth out so bravely; the chips 
fly and it smelleth so sweet. Shall I be a wood- 
chopper like my father? When I grow to be a 
man? 

(GONDA clasps him closer.) . 

GONDAs “Vis, a) hard}life, little *sont,,Perhaps 

THe Boy. Oh, I am not afraid, mother. I shall 
love to raise my arms so, and bring them down 
so (He lifts puny arms and brings them 
down feebly) and see the chips fly and the big 
logs roll. (He laughs happily.) Oh, I am so 
glad I was born on Christmas Eve, and the Christ 
Child touched me, although my father did not 
know Him. He would not have let Him go, had 
he known, would he, Mother? 

Gonpba. Nay, child, had he known, he would have 
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clung to the hem of His garment, and begged 
Him 

Tue Boy. ’Tis said in the village He cometh where 
there is great need. We are so happy here, per- 
haps He will not come to us. 

GonpDA. He cometh too, where there is much love. 

THE Boy (Nestling closer). Then surely He will 
come, though there is no need. 

GONDA. We all have need of Him, greater need 
than we know. 

Tue Boy. Will my father come soon? It groweth 
dark, and the Christ Child might stumble, if our 
candle be not lit. (Steps are heard. They rise.) 

GonpDA. Thy father cometh. Open the door, for 
he may be burdened. (The Boy flies over the 
floor on his little crutch, and opens the door for 
ACHARD who comes in rather gloomily, although 
with a forced smile for the Boy.) 

THE Boy: Father, father, now may I light my 
candle? 

Gonna. He hath waited patiently, Achard. 

ACHARD (Gently). Light thy candle, little lad. 

(The Boy busies himself with lighting the candle. He 
has learned to handle his crutch expertly. He 
lights the candle at the fire, carries it carefully to 
the window, parting the curtains, and trying the 
candle in one position and then another. He 
kneels on the bench, oblivious to the conversation 
of his parents behind him. He takes no part in 
it, but turns every once in a while to make excla- 
mations and ask questions. 
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ACHARD has removed his cap, laid down his axe and 
a bundle of sticks. GONDA looks at him ques- 
tioningly. He shakes his head soberly. They 
speak in quiet tones.) 

AcCHARD. There was no food to be had. I could 
not sell my wood. The castle is closed and none 
others would buy from me. Some said 

Gonna (Defensively). They say wicked things 
*gainst thee! 

AcHARD (Who has lost his old arrogance). ‘They 
are grievously burdened with the tribute, and they 
remember 

GonpA. They remember only 

ACHARD. They remember that I refused food to the 
Christ. 

(GONDA puts her arms about his shoulders.) 

GonpDA. *Twas for me, thy wife who lay ill, that 
thou kept the white bread and the venison. What 
one of them would not have done like that? Thou 
art not to blame. 

ACHARD. Tonight there is no white bread, no veni- 
son. There is none to buy wood. I could bring 
nothing more; only the crust of black bread for 
thee and the Boy. 

GonpDA. I have made a little pudding from the por- 
ridge and the goat’s milk our kind neighbor did 
bring us. 

ACHARD. Thou didst not eat thy porridge this 
morning? 

GonpDA. I couldst not, Achard. I was not 
hungered. 
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ACHARD. Thou art never hungered for our coarse 
food. And I have naught else wherewith to tempt 
thee. 

Gonpa (Taking the pudding from the hearth, and 
placing it on the table). See! We will share 
what we have with any one who asketh. 

THE Boy. The candle throweth its light so far, 
father. It changeth the snow to sparkling jewels. 
Surely the Christ Child will find our door. 

GonpDa. God send Him hither! 

ACHARD. He will not come again. I turned Him 
hungry away. 

GonpDA. But ’tis seven years and we have prayed 
so hard. The Boy. 

THE Boy. All the trees are changed too, father. 
Their branches sparkle, and seem to dance. Oh, 
it is so beautiful. (He claps his hands joyfully.) 

ACHARD. He doth not grieve. ; 

GonpA. Nay, husband, I think he hardly knoweth 
that he is not like other lads. He spoke but tonight 
of being a woodcutter, ‘like my father.’ Thou art 
ever his pride. But when he lifted his tiny arms 
and brought them down so weakly, my heart did 
ache. He said—He hath such beautiful thoughts 
—he said that the touch of the Christ Child had 
made him so happy and so rich 

ACHARD. So rich! (He looks around the bare 
room). And I could not bring thee even a taste 
of the white bread, nor a strengthening bit of 
venison on Christmas Eve. (He sits on the bench, 
his face buried in his hands.) 
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THe Boy. Hark, Mother—Father, hark to the 


Carollers! 

(The CAROLLERS are heard, very faintly at first, 
growing nearer. The Boy listens with a rapt ex- 
pression. His mother goes to him, the father 
remains seated on the bench. The Boy speaks 
only when a Carol has stopped, before a new one 
begins. The CAROLLERS sing only one verse of 
each carol. Once or twice the Boy raises a tiny 
but sweet voice and joins them as they sing.) 

CAROLS: 

‘‘“Away in a Manger” 
“Silent Night” 
“We Three Kings of Orient Are.” 

Oh, the poor little Jesus, Mother-——no crib for a bed. 
I have a bed, haven’t I, Mother? Just like tonight, 
Mother—see how the stars shine like jewels. The 
shepherds were brave strong men, like my father. 
Oh, I wish I might see a camel, Mother. Did the 
kings who rode them wear swords like our lord 
of the manor? 

(The CAROLLERS come nearer and the Boy waves 
at them as they pass. One of the village women 
who had been with GONDA when the Boy was 
born, knocks and enters.) 

WomMAN. Good even, neighbors. 

ACHARD. Good even. 

Tue Boy (Running to her on his crutch). Didst 
see my candle, and follow its path through the 
snow? Such a beautiful path. 

Woman. Aye, lad, thy path is ever a beautiful one. 
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GonpaA (Slowly). Thou hast news, friend? 

Woman (Ffesitatingly). Tis Christmas Eve. 

ACHARD (Looking up). Aye? Seven years ago, 
twas Christmas Eve 

Tue Boy. And I was born, and the Christ Child 
touched me, and everyone is so good to me! Oh, 
hark, they are singing again. 

(The CAROLLERS sing “Noel, Noel.’ The Boy 
turns and kneels upon his bench by the window.) 

Woman. ’Tis true all the village loveth thy lad. 

GonpA. Surely they do not still hold bitterness in 
their hearts for the lad’s father. *Iwas so long 
ago. 

Woman. The tribute oppresseth them sorely, and 
they remember 

ACHARD. They do not forget that the Christ was 
turned from this house. 

Woman. They do not forget. 

Gonpa (In terror). They will not harm us? 

Woman. ’Tis the seventh year when the legend 
saith the Christ walketh through our country. If 
He come not to this village tonight 

GonpA. What will they do? 

Woman. Their burden is heavy; they know not 
what they do; they threaten 

Gonna. My husband is not to blame. Not one of 
them is so kind and good. 

Woman. Perhaps the Christ will return to thee, 
in sore need. The little lad 

Gonna (Looking at him fondly). We doth not 
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know that he hath need of the Christ Child’s touch. 
He is ever happy. 

Woman. Thou wilt turn away none who asketh 
for food tonight? 

AcHARD. We have naught but a crust of black 
bread. 

Gonna (Eagerly). And the pudding I made from- 
the porridge and the goat’s milk thou gavest me. 
We will share with any who come. See! we 
have a place at our table for Him. 

THE Boy. Oh! Mother! See! Some one cometh 
along my candle’s path. He seemeth like a fairy 
prince, with the snow upon Him. 

Woman (Looking out). Nay ’tis but one of the 
village lads. Methinks ’tis the carpenter’s boy 
that stoned my cat. Let me but get my hands 
upon Him. Tl teach Him. 

(The Boy at the window waves, and is answered by 
a snow ball lightly tossed against the pane. The 
Boy waves again. There is a knock at the door. 
The WoMAN opens it.) 

Woman. Art Thou the young imp who stoned my 
cat? 

Tue Lap (Gently). Nay, thy cat is unknown to 
Me, as thou art. 

Woman. Unmannered! Whence come Thou? 

Tue Lap. From a great distance, and I must go 
further. The way is dark. 

THE Boy (Coming from the window). Art weary 
and hungered? 
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Ture Lap. Nay, I am strong, and I have eaten. 
But ’tis a strange country. I fear I may miss the 
road. (To the Boy.) Thy candle lit Me hither, 
little lad. 

GonpaA. Perhaps there may be candles in other 
windows. 

Tue Lap. Nay, the road from thy village to the 
next is dark and lonely. No light shineth. 

ACHARD. How camest Thou hither? 

Tue Lap. My Father sent Me. 

ACHARD. Could not He who sent Thee light Thee 
on Thy way? 

Tue Lap. He told Me I would find kind hearts in 
this village who would guide Me. I can go no 
further without light, and I must be on My way. 
My Father hath sent Me to succor those in great 
need. 

Tue Boy. Thou art right to do as Thy Father 
biddeth—but ’tis so dark and cold. 

Tue Lap. But My Father bade Me make haste. 

(He turns to go. The Boy has gone slowly to the 
window. He picks up the candle, holds it for a 
moment, then comes slowly back. 

THE Boy. If my father bade me—(He gives the 
candle to the Lap.) The night is still, no wind 
may blow it out; ’tis a beautiful candle, so straight 
and tall; ’twill light Thee on Thy way. 

Gonpa. Thy Christ Child candle! Boy, thou canst 
not. 

Woman (To GonDaA and ACHARD). If thy window 
be dark, the villagers will blame thee. Every 
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window must have its candle. ’Iwas so ordered; 
’tis madness to let the child give away thy candle. 

(The Lav and the Boy stand looking at one another. 
Neither pays any attention to the woman.) 

THE Lap. If the candle should not last, thy crutch 
would guide Me, little lad. With it I might feel 
my way past dangers. 

(The Boy hands over the crutch.) 

THE Boy. My father made it for me. Is Thy 
Father who sent Thee kind and good as mine? 
Tue Lap. Thy father is to thee as Mine is to all 

men. 

Gonpa. Thy crutch, lad? Thou canst not run about. 

Tue Boy. My father will make me another when 
the spring comes, and there is dry wood to be 
found. 

Tue Lap. I must be about My Father’s business. 

(He goes quietly out, carrying the candle aloft. He 
lays the crutch upon the Boy’s shoulder for a 
moment as if knighting him. The boy stands 
helplessly, the women remonstrating with him. 
ACHARD rises from his bench, lifts him in his 
strong arms, carries him to the window, sets him 
down on the bench, where he kneels as before. 
ACHARD comes back to the fire.) 

ACHARD. Leave the Boy alone; he hath wisdom 
beyond his years. There is naught but a crust in 
this house, but there is joy in our hearts. I know 
not why. ‘Tis the Boy’s doing. 

Tue Boy (From the window, a little wistfully). My 
candle maketh a brave light. It will bring Him 
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far along His way to succor those who are in need. 
His Father bade Him go. 

(The CAROLLERS are heard again faintly, drawing 
nearer. As they come close, they break off suda- 
denly, and angry voices are heard.) 

Tue Boy. Why do they not sing? (They pound 
on the door, and crowd in, almost filling the 
room.) 

THe First CAROLLER. Thy window is dark, 
Achard. 

SECOND CAROLLER. ’Twas ordered that every win- 
dow be lighted. 

THIRD CAROLLER. Thy house is on the edge of the 
village. If the Christ cometh this way, and seeth 
no light, He will turn back. 

First CAROLLER. For seven years we have borne 
a grievous burden because of thee. Thy hard- 
heartedness hath cost us dear. 

THE Boy (Who has watched the unfriendly faces in 
amazement). My father’s heart is not hard. He 
is ever gentle and kind. 

SECOND CAROLLER. Even for thy crippled son’s 
sake, thou wilt not spend a farthing for a candle 
to light the Christ Child hither. 

Tue Boy. Crippled? What meaneth he? 

GONDA. Our boy is brave and happy. His father’s 
care hath kept him from repining. 

THIRD CAROLLER. Aye, the Boy hath ever a smile 
from his window. More shame to him that 
neglecteth the sign for the Christ Child. 

Tue Boy. Thou shalt not say shame to my father! 
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(He arises and stands for a moment by the bench, 
as the other woman who had been with GONDA 
at the Boy’s birth rushes in.) 

SECOND WoMAN. The Christ Child! The Christ 
Child! He hath gone through our village, bear- 
ing a lighted candle, and with a staff held like a 
scepter. There was a great light about Him. Oh, 
woe unto us! Woe unto us! 

(The CAROLLERS rush at ACHARD menacingly. 

Tue Boy (Suddenly running forward to his father). 
Thou shalt not harm my father. 

GONDA (Jn great joy). He runneth! He runneth! 
Our lad hath grown straight and tall. See! His 
withered limb is made whole. 

(They all stand in amazement for a moment. Sud- 
denly joyous and beautiful chimes peal forth. 
The CAROLLERS kneel. As the chimes cease, 
ACHARD speaks.) 

ACHARD. Twice hath the Christ blessed our home. 
In hardness of heart I turned Him away. But 
our son hath given to one in need the light and the 
staff, and our burden shall be lifted. 

(There is joy in all faces.) 

Tue Boy. And now I shall soon be a woodchopper 
like my father. (He lifts strong arms high and 
brings them down with vigor. The CAROLLERS 
turn and go out singing a joyful carol, which grows 
faint and dies away as 


‘‘Noel—Noel.” 


THE CURTAIN GOES DOWN 
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MAUNDY THURSDAY 
A Miracle Play for a Communion Sermon 


On Holy Thursday 


By 
EpirH KINNEY DOTEN 


All Rights Reserved 


For Permission to Produce this Play 
Apply to the Publishers 


PERSONS 


LappiE LAMBETH, a feverish boy with a bruised foot. A 
boy as old as fourteen may take the part. 

Monica LAMBETH, the boy’s mother, a Catholic. 

Stussy, the boy’s lame, lazy father, an Anglican. 

AN OFFICER OF THE REALM, 

THe GREAT PuysIciAN. Great care must be exercised in 
selecting a person to represent the spirit of the healing 
Christ. 


PLACE 


Interior of a poor family’s kitchen. 


TIME 


In England in the reign of James the First; but the time 
is subordinate to the theme—that Jesus heals the wounds 
of the world and forgives the penitent whether of high 
or low estate. 


LIGHTING 


Somewhat dim; but when The Physician is on the stage 
white and rose bright light. Or there may be no extra 
lights; turn out lights in body of the house, leaving lights 
on in Chancel and ceiling above Chancel. 
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(Communion Sermon 


Floly Thursday 


This Miracle Play is designed for production in 
the Parish House, to be produced without curtain 
in the early evening immediately preceding’ Holy 
Communion, Holy Thursday. It could be given with 
perfect propriety in the pulpit of a church which 
does not have the deep chancel form of architecture. 
If it should be produced in a church where there 
are chancel, high altar, cross and other ecclesiastical 
appointments, it must be given on the chancel steps 
or top step, but not back anywhere near the altar. 
On the completion of the Miracle Play the invitation 
from the ritual should be read by the clergyman, the 
people pass into the church and the Communion 
service proceed as though a sermon had _ been 
preached instead of a sermon acted. 

Should any object to the fireplace the heavy 
kitchen table without cloth may be placed in the cen- 
ter a bit back of where the action takes place. The 
green herb tea would in that case be in an old English 
crockery pitcher instead of in the kettle on the crane. 
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The wall cabinet would be omitted and the bowl, 
plate and towels rest on the table. 


SETTING 


In the center back is a fireplace with logs or peat burning 
on andirons. Strips of shredded red and orange paper 
are tacked to the logs. Small electric fan makes paper 
look like flames. Red covered electric bulb under logs. 
A crane holds a covered iron pot of green herb broth, 
for it is “Green Thursday.” On the hearth are a horn 
ladle or large wooden spoon, and a pail of warm water 
and an empty basin. A wooden bucket of cold water 
floating a wooden ladle stands at stage left of the hearth; 
nearby, a cup. A birch twig broom rests in the corner 
of the chimney at left of fireplace. Left of fireplace two 
shelves or a crude cabinet for dishes, on top of which are 
bleached, folded linen towels. Out from the wall toward 
front is a pallet with coarse natural colored sheets and 
coarse wool blankets. On the mantle over fireplace, a 
short and a tall candlestick, each with a candle; a blue 
or pewter plate. 

At stage right is a three-legged, firm stool balancing the 
broom, in the corner by the chimney. 

Right, out from wall, a table. 

Above, a circular cape on a peg, and a shawl on another peg. 

If one can borrow a wind machine it may be used not too 
loudly in the anteroom from which the participants enter 
the chancel every time there is an entrance or exit. 


MUSICAL SETTING 


Organ only, no voices. 


WHILE AUDIENCE IS BEING SEATED: 


O Jesus I have Promised to Serve Thee to the End. 
He Aeron 
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Jesus Calls Us O’er the Tumult. H. A. Y. 128. 
I heard the Voice of Jesus Say Come Unto Me and Rest. 
HaAl Y=136. 


O Jesus Thou Art Standing Outside the Fastened Door. 
He Any. 334, 
PRELUDE: . 
Rachmaninoff’s Prelude P. 3. Op. 23. No. 5. 

To this music cast comes in. Monica tucks Laddie 
into bed. Enter Stubby. Lights two candles. Monica 
sweeps. Music stops when Monica speaks. 

WHEN LappIE SLEEPS ALONE: 


I heard the Voice of Jesus Say Come Unto Me and Rest. 
H, A. -¥.-136, 


WHEN GREAT PHYSICIAN APPEARS AT Door: 
O Jesus Thou art Standing. H. A. Y. 133. 
Stop at dialog. 
WHEN PuysicIAN UNbDOES BANDAGE: 
Wash Me And I shall be Whiter than Snow. Gospel 
Hynms 5. 
Play it through twice during action. Stop at 
dialog: “How it has hurt you!” 
WHEN LADDIE HAS BEEN HEALED AND IS AGAIN ALONE: 


I heard the Voice of Jesus Say Come Unto Me and Rest. 
H. A. Y. 136. 


Music stops when Monica begins dialog. 


H. A. Y. is Hymnal for American Youth (Century) ed. by H. 
Augustine Smith. 


As PuysicIAN STANDS ON ‘THRESHOLD, WHEN MONICA 
Says: ‘May Jesus Christ Cleanse Us All,” tableau: 


I verse Jesus Calls Us O’er the Tumult. H. A. Y. 128. 


Exeunt To “Break Thou the Bread of Life.” 
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Music (While audience is being seated). O Jesus 
I have promised to Serve Thee to the End. 
ble Agi oS: 

Jesus Calls Us O’er the Tumult. H. A. Y. 128. 
I heard the Voice of Jesus say Come Unto Me 
ALES aN a ala Say GS AG 

O Jesus Thou Art Standing Outside the Fastened 
VD Yora) cei ua bass see Gey seca 

PRELUDE. Rachmaninoff’s Prelude P3 Op. 23 No. 5. 
To this music cast comes in. Monica tucks Lap- 
DIE into bed. Enter Stussy. Lights candles. 
MONICA sweeps. 

Music stops when Monica speaks. 

LappiE LAMBETH fosses on his pallet, stage L, hot 
with fever from a bruised foot. Voice low in 
Scene I. 

STuBBY LAMBETH, the boy’s father, the betrayer, is 
peeping under the candle-stick. Whenever he 
moves throughout the play he pushes his toes 
along the floor in a sneaking way. When his wife’s 
back is turned as she sweeps near the hearth, he 
tries the fieldstones of the fire-place to see if any 
be loose. He is searching for hidden money. 

Monica LamBetu, Lappir’s mother, her back to 
the hearth, is sweeping with the twig broom. 

Monica (Rests on her broom and snaps at her hus- 
band). Lord of mercy! what be ye ahuntin’ for? 
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STUBBY. Oh, naught. 

Monica. Every time my back is turned ye try to 
find something. A body might think ye had a 
search warrant. What lack ye? Out with it! 

STuBBy. I was looking for a bit o’ money for a tip 
at the tap. 

Monica. Money today! And come Sunday we'll 
need money for the Easter offering. 

StuBBy. Methinks I saw a piece o’ money about 
here som’eres. 

Monica (Suddenly takes a few strokes with broom). 
My Maundy groat! That is what yer searching 
for. The Bishop o’ Salisbury gie that groat to 
Grandad when the Bishop washed Grandad’s feet 
of a Maundy Thursday. You canna ha’ that. 

STUBBY (With a wheedling voice tries to tickle his 
wife’s chin). Aw, gie it to yer pore lame man. 

Monica. Would ye squander money, go earn it, you 
Paul’s man. (Sets broom in the left chimney 
corner; takes horn ladle and stirs kettle of herb 
tea.) 

StruBBY. Luck is always agin me. 

Monica. Go bestir thyself. Ye canna have my 
Maundy groat; that will be handed down with 
my three sil’er spoons. 

STUBBY. Humph. 

Monica. Grandad, who left me the spoons and the 
groat deserved to be cleansed by the Bishop. 
Grandad observed the rights of the Holy Church 
faithfully. (LappIE sighs and feels of his foot.) 
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Monica. How d’ye expect luck? This be Maundy 
Thursday and ye have n’been to church. 

StuBBY. Aw, ye bearbating reveller, go receive yer- 
self. We be know by the company we keep. 

Monica. I ha’ been to church tonight. 

StupBy. But last May-day the wardens of your 
church finding the bear dead and the revellers in 
gloom; pawned the Bible from the sacred desk 
and bought another bear. (LADDIE presses his 
hand to his head.) 

Monica. I can’t bide here wrangling with a half- 
Puritan so pious ye wouldn’ hang a garland on a 
Maypole, but ye slander Holy Church and would 
steal my Maundy groat for ale money and sell 
yer soul for drink and gold. 

STUBBY (Looks dreamily into the air and makes 
motion with right thumb and forefinger as though 
counting gold pieces.) Gold! Oh, something for 
the king’s servants to play with. 

LappiE (Softly wails). Mother, I’m sick. 

Monica (Notices LApDpDIE but continues to her hus- 
band). I have heard tell ye have taken gold for 
betraying fleeing priests who can’t in conscience 
swear allegiance to King James. 

StuBBY (Defiant). ’Twarn’t gold. ’Twar only 
sil’er. 

Monica. Ye stand convicted on yer own confession. 

STuBBy. I stand believing with my king. 

LappiE (Wails softly). Mother! 

STUBBY. Long live the king! 

Monica. The king’s mother was Mary, Queen of 
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Scots. It’s a pity the priests of his mother’s re- 
ligion have to flee for their lives because they can- 
not take the Oath of Allegiance. 

STuBBY. What a pious fool a priest must be not 
to take the Oath. Why, they pay the priests for 
their allegiance. 

Monica. There be still another holy man with a 
conscience. 

StusBy. I'd like to know who is so holy he refuses 
money—gives up his church and flees. 

Monica. Father Starkie of the next parish. 

STUBBY (Straightening, smiles and rolls his eyes). 
O-ho! (LADDIE tosses in bed. MONICA gets bowl 
and plate from dish cabinet.) 

Lappiz. I want some water. 

Monica. Be patient, child, till I come back from 
taking a sick woman a bowl of this herb tea. 
(Smooths blankets). Green Thursday ye must 
always drink green herb tea—it makes ye well. 

STUBBY (Speaks warningly). But ye won’t gie me 
a groat. Ye had better look out how ye minister 
to them of a faith different from the king’s faith. 
It is safer to be loyal to the king; appointed of 
God. 

Monica. God’s silly vassal. King James, the wisest 
fool in Europe. (Dips herb tea with the horn 
ladle.) 

StuBBy. I don’t seem to be finding any drink money. 
I can’t bide till Easter Monday wi’out ale. Time 
was, not so long ago, I earned many a shilling 
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giving information to the royal officers of the 
realm. 

Monica (Crosses STUBBY with a covered bowl). 
Now [ll take this tea to my neighbor. 

StuBBy. At whose behest must ye out a night like 
this? Stay in outen the rain and spin yer tap 
o’tow by the fireside. 

Monica. Maybe my neighbor’ll do me a good turn 
in heaven if I ease her dying bed. 

Lappiz. Oh, yes, mother, do go. 

Monica. I’m that uneasy about leavin’ ye. 

LappigE. You know whosoever shall give to drink 
a cup of cold water only shall in no wise lose his 
reward. God will take care of me. 

Stussy (Monica sets the bowl on the table). This 
nursin’ the dying an’ feedin’ of the mourners is a 
pastime of the poor. 

Monica (Takes down her shawl from the peg and 
puts it over her head and shoulders. Turns to 
STUBBY). Now, mind ye, stay in and set by 
Laddie. No going out to hunt up them that loves 
their king more than their God. 

Stussy. I heard at the Inn a search warrant be out 
a’ ready. 

Monica. You keep away from the Inn—keep away 
from the betrayers. (Takes the covered bowl. 
Opens door. Wind howls, rain sounds, it is black 
without. She ducks her head, gathers her skirts 
in her hand, holding the bowl in her left hand and 
steps mincingly out. Wind.) 

Lappiz. Get me some water, Father. 
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STUBBY. Fine way for a big boy to be whinin’ in 
bed! Ha’ ye folks not gie ye meat and drink since 
ye war born? 

Lappigz. Yes, Father. 

STUBBY. Ye should be running out now an’ leave 
your pore lame Father the warmth. Ye be big 
enough, methinks, to be helpin’ yer Father earn an 
honest shilling. (Dips herb tea from the kettle 
with the big horn spoon into the cup on the hearth 
and gives it to the boy. Puts on his cap and cape 
hanging on the peg). Since nobody will help me 
earn a shilling or even give me a groat I know 
where to earn more’n that. (Evxit.) 

(Sound of wind and rain outside.) 

Lappig (Sniffs the herb tea, wrinkles up his nose 
and frowns but slowly, with a sickened shiver con- 
sumes it all. He holds out cup to where he thinks 
his father stands). Water! (Shivers, waits for 
his father to come take the cup, looks to see why 
he does not come. As he sets in bed the wind 
rattles the door and there is the sound of rain. 
He looks round most disconsolately. Puts hands 
to his cheeks and head and takes hold of his foot 
and rocks back and forth). O Jesus, help me bear 
this pain! (Lies down, snuggles into the pillow, 
his face in his hand). Jesus! (Falls asleep.) 

(Mustc. I heard the voice of Jesus say Come Unto 
me and rest. H. A. Y. 136 one verse, organ only.) 
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(No lapse of time. No curtain. Music. “O Jesus 
thou Art Standing.” Two phrases. Enter Puyst- 
cIAN. His cloak blows. (Electric fan behind 
set.) Rain. Wind. He gazes gently at the boy 
and walks toward the pallet.) 


Lappie (Winks, rubs eyes). O—O (PHYSICIAN ap- 
proaches pallet.) Are Youa priest? 

Puysictan (Taking Lappie’s hand). Some have 
named Me so. 

Lappiec. How cold you are! It’s a raw spring rain 
—but it fvill make the hyacinths grow. Draw the 
stood before the fire and warm Yourself. 

PuysiciAN. Thou art a thoughtful lad. (Takes 
stool from Chimney corner to hearth.) 

Lappiz. This be Green Thursday of Great Week. 
My mother would think it unseemly if I did not 
offer You green herb tea. It is steaming in the 
kettle. Will You not refresh Yourself, sir? 

PuysiciAn. I came not to be ministered unto but to 
minister. 

Lappiz. Thou? (Puts his hand to his head.) 

PuysiciaAN (Lays his hand on Lapptie’s head). My 
lad, thou art sick. 

Lappiz. How dost Thou know my foot hurts? 

(PuysIciAN pulls over the stool, seats himself profile 
and lays back the bed clothes revealing a foot tied 
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up with a dirty rag. He undoes the crude 
bandage.) 

Lappie (Puts both hands flatly over both his lips 
and draws up his shoulders and body slowly). I 
fear I shall make lamentation, sir. 

PuysiciAn. Fear not. (Music. Wash Me and I 
shall be Whiter Than Snow. Gospel Hymns 5. 
Repeat until PHYSICIAN speaks. PHYSICIAN rises, 
dips warm water from pail to basin, crosses behind 
pallet to dish cabinet and takes a clean folded 
towel from the top, seats himself on the stool, 
spreads out the towel and bathes the foot. 
Lays hand on his own breast, closes his eyes.) 
How it has hurt you. 

Lappie. How dost Thou know? 

Puysician. Iknow. I had a nail in both feet once. 

Lappig. Oh, then You know. (PHYSICIAN fears 
clean linen from his sleeve and bandages the foot, 
lays the boy back upon the pillow and draws up 
the blankets.) My foot is amended a’ready. My 
heart is moved out of its place with joy. You 
have made me so comfortable. (Raises himself 
on elbow and lays hand on PuysiciAn). I love 
You. 

PuysiciAn. If ye love Me keep My commandments. 
Continue in My love. 

LappiE. On account of what You have done for me, 
You should receive great recompense. 

PuysiciAN. We receive the due reward of our 
deeds. 

Lappig. Of gold we have none. But my mother 
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has three sil’er spoons and a Maundy groat which 
my great grandad received from the Bishop of 
Salisbury when he washed great grandad’s feet 
of a Maundy Thursday. 

PuysIciAN. This is Maundy Thursday 

LappiE (Sitting up). When Jesus washed His dis- 
ciples’ feet, just as You have washed mine—let me 
up 

PuysiciAN. Wherefore? 

Lappig. I[’ll search for and give You all our sil’er. 

Puysician (Raising hands deprecatingly). These 
things have I done unto you that in Me ye might 
have peace. 

Lappie. This is the first peace I have had all day. 
I cannot thank You, but You could make great spoil 
in Lun’on Town at the king’s court. They say 
there be many there filled with accursed spirits and 
all manner of foul diseases. Some say naught but 
the sight of the blood of our Crucified Lord can 
heal them. But, oh, sir, You could cure them! 

PuysiciAn. If any be afflicted, let him pray. 

LappigE. When my father and mother left me alone 
and I felt sick and disconsolate I prayed myself to 
sleep—and You came and healed me. I was very 
thirsty 

PuysiciAN. I will give you a cup of cold water. 
(Dips cup into cold water pail and gives LADDIE a 
drink, standing by. LAvpiE drinks twice.) 

Lappigz. Oh, that—is—so—good. Um. I have 
been asking for water all the evening, but my 
father and mother were busy. (PHYSICIAN 
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smooths bedclothes and takes a backward step 
toward the door.) 

Lappie (Pleadingly). Where are You going? 

PuysictAn. I must be about My Father’s business. 

Lappiz. Who are You going for to see? 

PuysIciAN (Lays his hand on the boy’s head. The 
boy looks into his face). They that be whole need 
not a physician but they that are sick. 

Lappie. I believe my healed foot will let me go to 
the cathedral to make confession and ask God to 
forgive my sins. 

Puysic1AN. Whatsoever you shall ask the Father 
in My name He will give it you. 

Lapprz. Then I will ask Him to let me go to Holy 
Communion in the cathedral tonight. Mother 
says the Lord’s Supper was instituted on Maundy 
Thursday. It is mandatory—commanded that we 
go. Jesus said “This do in remembrance of Me.” 

PuysIciAN (Takes a step back towards the door). 
I will pray the Father for you—for the Father 
Himself loveth you because you have loved Me. 
Thy heart shall rejoice and no man shall take your 
joy from you. (Raises both hands on the thresh- 
old). My peace I leave with you. (Exit.) 

(Music. I heard the Voice of Jesus Say Come Unto 
Me tandsRest..H. A. Y..130.) 

(LappIE lies down and goes to sleep.) 
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(Wind. As LavpiE sleeps his mother returns with 
empty bowl on plate. Sets them on table, removes 
shawl, feels of shawl to see how wet it is, shakes 
it and hangs it over the two pegs on the wall. As 
she crosses to the pallet, she stretches her skirt 

_ across her knees and looks at her shoes. She 
smooths the bedding and feels of the boy’s head. 
LADDIE arouses and stretches.) 

(Music. I heard the Voice of Jesus say Come Unto 
Me and Rest. A. A. Y. 136. Music stops when 
Monica begins dialog.) 

Monica. Oh, now, that’s too bad I waked ye, 
child. 

(Wind. Enter Srussy, unnoticed. He stands 
against the door, pulls off his circular cape, retains 
an end of it in his hand as it partly lies on the 
floor.) 

Lappiz. Did the green herb tea cure the sick 
neighbor ? 

Monica. Oh, no draught brewed by mortal hand 
could cure her. It was not safe for the priest her 
good man sent for to go out in the dark. A 
strange priest gave her absolution. She is now a 
soul with God. 

Lappie. Did you take notice of the strange priest? 
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Monica. I heard Him grant the dying woman abso- 
lution and pray the Father to receive her soul. 
I fell upon my knees and buried my face in my 
skirt. His voice was like a heavenly visitor. 

LappiE. Oh, Mother, I have had a visitor! 

Monica. A visitor this night! 

Lappie. Had you been here you would ’a’ wanted 
to put on the dress you wear to church. 

Monica (Seating self on stool). Was it the king? 

Lappigz. I know not whether He be king or earl or 
bishop. 

Monica. How looked He? What did He wear? 

LappieE. A great cloak that covered Him. (STuBBY 
is excited.) 

Monica. An’ ye canna tell His like? (Lappir 
shakes his head.) 

Monica. Could it ’a’ been a_ priest—Father 
Starkie? (STUBBY listens intently.) 

Lappie. Mother—I never saw His like, and never 
shall again. 

(Stussy nods his head knowingly, draws the cape 
from the floor, puts it on andesneaks out. Exit 
STUBBY. ) 

LappiE. I’m glad you are home, I’m so hungry. 

Monica. Hungry! 

Lappiz. Get me something to eat. 

Monica. You can’t eat when you are sick. 

Lappiz. Why mother, I am not sick! 

Monica. You were feverish and tossing on your 
bed all day. It must ’a’ been the green herb tea 
cured you. 
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Lappiz. Mother, of a truth, it was the Physician 
that cured me. (Monica feels of his head and 
hands and opens mouth in surprise.) 

Lappie (Thrusting out foot). See my foot. 

Monica (Beholds the clean bandage and clean foot 
with astonishment). A miracle! TIl get bread 
and milk and the while we eat together you can 
tell me all about your guest. 

(Goes to the wall cabinet for buns. She remains 
stage. left of pallet to end of play. Knock. 
Monica is startled. Before she moves the door 
is rudely thrown open. Wind. Enter OFFICER 
OF THE REALM, followed triumphantly by STUBBY. 
OFFICER OF THE REALM looks about the room 
searchingly, takes centre stage, straightens him- 
self, clears throat then reads from a large paper.) 

OFFICER OF THE REALM. Warrant for Searchers 
and Seizures. Wiltshire, SS. 

Per order of the King’s bench, in the year of 
grace one thousand, six hundred and fourteen, and 
the eleventh of the reign of James the First, King 
by the goodness of God Almighty and divine 
right 

StuBBY (Bows obsequiously). Aye, aye, just so, 
king by divine right. 

OFFICER OF THE REALM (Takes a step and laying 
hand on sword glares at StuBBY). Silence! Turn- 
coat! Under your lousy jerkin you are half Non- 
conformist. (Points his finger threateningly at 
StuBBYy.) The king has said, “I will make them 
conform or else I will harry them out of the land 
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—or else worse.’’ Whereas God’s visiting hand 
has now plucked away from among us a papish 
priest, one John Starkie, commonly known as 
Father Starkie, Be it decreed, that anyone harbor- 
ing, concealing, maintaining under his roof 

Monica (Js agitated wrings hands). Oh, day of 
doom! Whatever is ’t your lordship means? 

OFFICER (Tapping the document). You well know 
what we mean. This is a warrant that was sworn 
out some days ago. Out with the hidden priest! 

Monica (Looking in astonishment to STUBBY, then 
to Lappiz). I beg your lordship’s grace, we have 
no priest hidden here. 

STuBBY (Sawing his head up and down). Whoever 
does turn the priest over to the royal officers de- 
serves clarry wine at Mine Host’s Inn, and 
som’at o’ gold to jingle in his pocket. 

Orricer. You have your silver. (To Monica.) 
You haven’t seen any papish priest this night? 

Monica. No, your grace. 

OFFICER. May your saints preserve you—the Lord 
and the king will not. We will question the 
lad. 

Monica (Puts arms around Lappte’s shoulders). 
He is but a child in years. 

Orricer. And by that token he may know the truth 
better than his elders. (Yo Lappre.) Stand and 
salute the emissary of your king. 

Monica. Oh, sir, he is sick abed. He has had a 
fever all day. 
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Lappiz. I’m not sick abed—I was sick but the 
stranger made me well. 

OFFICER (Shifts his weight, nods and raises eye- 
brows). Um-hm. U-ha. (Takes step nearer 
pallet, throws back shoulders.) You were visited 
by a cloaked stranger this evening. 

Lappie. Yes, my lord. 

Orricer. We demand in the name of the king that 
you show us where the fugitive is concealed. 

Lappiz. He has gone. 

OrricerR. Was it Father Starkie? 

Lappiz. Father Starkie with the wart on his fore- 
head and the veins on his nose? 

OrricEer. Yes, the priest in the next parish. 

LappI£z. Oh, no, sir, it was a beautiful man. 

OFFICER. Beautiful! (Looks around to STUBBY.) 

Lappizr. Um. A beautiful man in a radiant white 
cloak. 

OFFICER (Looks at SruBBy in disgust). Hear. 
White. 

Lappir. Um. He looked not like any man I ever 
saw—so gentle, so strong. My heart fair turned 
over with love for Him. Yours would too if you 
knew Him. 

OFFICER (Sneeringly). What physic did the 
stranger give you to make a papish priest look 
like God? 

Lappiez. He gave me nothing but His smile. He 
bathed my foot that has had the nail in it—it is 
Maundy Thursday—and made me well. 

Monica (To Orricer). A miracle. Glory to God. 
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OrFicerR. Why should so great a healer seek out 
so little a brat as you? 

Lapprz. Methinks He knew I was lonely and thirsty 
and sick, so He visited me. I have had a nail in 
my foot and it has made me very sick. But see. 
(Lappie takes off the bandage and exposes the 
healed foot. All draw near and look at it in 
amazement, feel of bottom of foot, taking plenty 
of time.) . 

STUBBY. Healed! O God have mercy on me. 

OFFICER (Pulls off his hat in reverence). He 
cleansed it with the washing of water; it has no 
spot nor wrinkle nor any such thing. (Becomes 
frightened and awestruck. Action slow from now 
to end). ‘This.is no common thing. 


Monica. What God hath cleansed that call thou 
not common. 

Orricer (To Stussy). Did this stranger reveal 
Himself to you? (Stussy shakes his head.) 
No, this stranger is no kin of a betrayer. 

Lappir. He knew when Fle clapped eyes on me that 
my foot hurt sump’n terrible: He had a nail in 
both feet once. 

(They all look at one-another. The light has dawned 
in their minds.) 

Monica. A greater than the Bishop of Salisbury 
hath washed thy foot 

StruBBY (Advances a step, averts his gaze, drops on 
one knee and throws down money. Remains on 
knee to end of play). Redeemer of the world, 
I thought if I believed with my king I was saved. 
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Oh, Christ, have mercy upon us miserable sinners, 
who have betrayed Thee. 

OFFICER (Jo StuBBy). Well, we didn’t find him. 

LappiE (Points to the palm of one hand then the 
palm of the other. They look at one another). 
No, He had a scar in the middle of each hand. 

Orricer. A greater than the king has cleansed you. 
(Puts arm over eyes and speaks with great emo- 
tion.) Spare us, oh Lord, Be not angry with us 
forever. 

LappiE. Jesus isn’t angry with us if we love Him 
and love one another. 

OFFICER (Throws down arm from face and speaks 
in desperation). Wash my hands and my feet. 
Monica. A greater than the Holy Church has 
cleansed thee. (Falls on her knees, presses her 
hands together and looks to heaven in prayer. 
PHYSICIAN appears at the door with raised arms.) 

May Jesus Christ cleanse us all. 

(Cast remain in this tableau while organ plays one 
werse of “Jesus Calls. us O ermihes Liumul. 
Hymnal of American Youth 128. Cast go out to 
organ “Break Thou the Bread of Life.’ The 
Invitation is read by the Minister and the Ritual 
for Holy Communion proceeds.) 


CURTAIN 
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SHEPHERD’S PLAY 


Scene: A shepherd’s pent house on the hills above 
Bethlehem, a crude ramshackle shelter with half 
the back wall removed. The walls are bare un- 
stained timber, the roof low and sloping, the 
beaten earth floor is strewn with staffs, pieces of 
rope, pots of dye, sheepskin cloaks, and dirty 
white turbans. A fire burns in the middle of the 
room filling it with a red glare which mingles with 
the white of the moon pouring in through vent in 
the rear wall. Through this vent the faint outline 
of a hill may slowly be distinguished and a light 
flickering far away. Four shepherds roughly 
dressed in loose dark robes sprawl around the frre, 
their attitudes are uncouth and clumsy, their voices 
have a rustic burr, and a coarse tang. From with- 
out is heard: the occasional bleat of sheep and as 
the curtain goes up a horn sounds far away. 


First SHEPHERD. Those horns sound brave blow- 
ing out there in the dark. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. I always think they’re so 
lonely, like a sad man praying. 
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THIRD SHEPHERD. They got a chilly sound like the 
north wind in the grasses. They make me glad of 
the fire. 

FOURTH SHEPHERD. They’re good when you're out 
there in the cold. They sing all’s well and no 
sheep straying. That’s a grand call. 

(Ad horn sounds near the shelter.) 

SECOND SHEPHERD. That'll be Barnabas! 

THIRD SHEPHERD. Aye. 

First SHEPHERD. He puts a lot of tone into it. He 
does fine with the horn. 

FourTH SHEPHERD. He ought to have sounded 
long ago. I was thinking maybe something was 
wrong. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Oh, in his dreams he was 
again. Thinking about God and forgetting to 
blow. Pious men make poor shepherds. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. He ought to be one of these 
prophets they talk about. He’s not much good 
with sheep. 

First SHEPHERD. He let Isaac’s men get away with 
a ewe two years gone. 

FourTH SHEPHERD. He’s a shut eye watchman. 
Well, Pll be going to do my spell. (He puts on 
his cloak and takes his staff.) The dog watch is 
cruel on rheumatics and the old coat’s thin. (He 
wraps it tightly around him.) 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Well, look round careful like 
before settling down. See that Barnabas has let 
none of ’em go straying. 

FouRTH SHEPHERD. Ill do that. Never did trust 
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that old fool further than a sparrow’s hop. He’d 
make a fine star shepherd, but the sheep do what 
they like with him. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. And with all these soldiers 
around you've got to be pretty spry I’m tell- 
ing ye. 

First SHEPHERD. Soldiers are bad. I don’t know 
nothing worse than soldiers. When they’re not 
killing they’re stealing. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. ‘Tax collectors are worse. 
Soldiers steal honest o’ nights, but publicans steal 
by day, and say it’s their duty. Hypocrites, I call 
“em. 

FouURTH SHEPHERD. It’s a bad lookout for a 
country when men steal in the eye of the sun. 
Time for honest folks to dig their holes and dig 
“em deep. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. Better be getting along, man— 
you're an hour past your time. 

FOURTH SHEPHERD. Well, it’s only Barnabas. An 
hour more or less is all the same to him. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. You’ve got no sympathy at all. 
You're a hard man, you are. 

FOURTH SHEPHERD. Easy for you to preach sitting 
snug at the fire like a king, and me out in the cold 
dews of the night. Well, good-night, lads, and I 
hope it'll be raining buckets when your turn comes. 

(He waves his staff to his fellows and goes out 
through the back opening. A muttered curse is 
heard as he stumbles over something outside.) 

First SHEPHERD. A sweet kind soul. 
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SECOND SHEPHERD. He’ll go far with a nature like 
that. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. You don’t feel like honey when 
you’re waking in the dog watch. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. I hope he doesn’t catch 
Barnabas drowsing and give him a dressing down. 
Meaus no harm to a soul, does Barnabas, knows 
his ground too. Hasn't been off the ground for 
thirty years. 

First SHEPHERD. He don’t hold with travelling. 
No trips down to Jerusalem for him. Says 
Bethlehem is good enough. Holy he says it is. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. Him and his stars! 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Wish I'd been to Jerusalem for 
the Feast. That'd be holy if you like! 

First SHEPHERD. I bet they’re having high times 
down there. A heartening thing for the children 
of God. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. You ought to see the Temple 
they got down there. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. And the wine and the girls. 

First SHEPHERD. We'll hear all about it anyway 
when Elias gets back. He’ll have been junketing 
like a ruler on our money. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Dice is Satan’s snare for fools. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. My father was strong against 
dice but small good it did me. 

First SHEPHERD. When our wallets are empty we 
consider the wisdom of our fathers. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Elias’ll not complain. Dice 
are good friends to Elias. They were his caravan 
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to Jerusalem and they will lodge him soft among 
the godly. 

(BARNABAS has come up quietly and stands at the 
opening. He is a tall, grey, impressive man just 
past middle age. His eyes are wide and eager as if 
they waited for joys unseen. His manner is rather 
aloof, but when he does address his fellows he 
does so like an indulgent father with his children. 
All his actions indicate an unstated but absolute 
confidence. This annoys the men. ) 

First SHEPHERD (Turning and seeing BARNABAS). 
Here he is, lads, noisy as ever. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Makes a great thunder, he does, 
like a cat walking. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. He thinks he’s a wall. 

First SHEPHERD (Going up to him and shouting in 
his ear). Barnabas! 

SECOND SHEPHERD (Shouting). Come in, Barnabas, 
and warm your feet. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. You'll be a-cold, Barnabas, 
after watching them stars. 

First SHEPHERD. He likes stars better than sheep. 

BARNABAS (Slowly). Stars are God’s flocks. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. But He don’t pay you to watch 
them none. 

First SHEPHERD. A pity you can’t stick to your 
work like an honest man, not going gazing at stars 
like a boy after his first wench. 

BARNABAS. The stars are worth watching. Strange 
stories are told up there. 
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SECOND SHEPHERD. And how’s that star you're 
always staring at—the little ewe lamb of a star? 
BARNABAS. It was strange to-night. It was red and 
it flickered. (He comes in and sits before the 
fire.) Aye, it’s odd about that star. Thirty years 
I’ve watched it and it was always white but now 

there’s a murk on the face of it. 

First SHEPHERD. Then there’s a storm coming up. 
Did you drive the sheep in? 

BARNABAS. No. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. How can you expect sense 
from a man like him? It’s not natural. 

BARNABAS (Dreamily). I was thinking to-night 
about the time we saw it first. Me and John and 
Jacob and Enoch and Matho the Greek saw it. 
A notable new star. And everything was very 
still; we could hear the folk murmuring down 
below in Bethlehem and the breathing of the 
lambs. 

First SHEPHERD. We know all about it, Barnabas. 
We’ve heard that yarn. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. That’s what comes of talking 
about stars to him. NHe’s weak in the head about 
them. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. He won't stop now, we'll have 
to let him finish. He never misses a word and 
wouldn’t if his star fell and hit him. : 

BARNABAS. And all the sky was white and the hills 
were white and the sad slums of Bethlehem they 
were like the City of God. And in the sky was 
the noise of wings, like the wings of big doves, and 
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there was singing sweeter than a chorus of 
nightingales, and our limbs were loosened with 
fear. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. ‘Talks like a prophet, don’t he? 

BARNABAS. Then we heard a voice that filled the 
world with music. It told of peace and kindliness 
among men because the Son of God was born 
amongst us, and the new star was for a sign of 
God’s friendship. So our hearts were glad and 
we followed the star. 

First SHEPHERD. The only thing he’s ever fol- 
lowed. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. You mustn’t take note of his 
blasphemy, lads. Except for that he’s a good 
fellow. 

BARNABAS. We took gifts with us to the new god. 
I had a little lamb white as the foam to the sea. 
And John and Jacob, they had lovely lambs too. 
And Enoch had a curious crook, and Matho the 
Greek a little brooch to drive away evil. Beautiful 
and precious things they were. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Elias won my silver charm 
from me at the dice. It was a strong cure for 
rheumatism and sore eyes. 

BarnaBas. A beautiful little god He was, as pretty 
a baby as ever I saw. There He was in the stable 
in Bethlehem crooning to Himself happy. Simon 
the innkeeper’s stable, I go to look at it sometimes 
but it is not so fair as it was then. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. He gets real new ideas. A 
king in a stable! 


[ 213 ] 


THE THIRD SHEPHERD’S PLAY 


First SHEPHERD. A bad start for a king! 

BARNABAS. There were many great folk there. 
Tall kings and terrible with high crowns bright 
with gems. They bore noble gifts of myrrh and 
frankincense the smell whereof was a great glory. 
Pearls out of the deep sea they had with them, and 
robes of purple patterned with sapphires, and 
caskets of hammered gold. So we gave our gifts 
and came away. And this was chiefly wonderful 
that the little god loved our gifts more than the 
wealth of the kings. Great folk were nothing to 
the little god. We came away leaving Him to play 
with the lambs and the curious crook and Matho’s 
charm. John and Jacob and Enoch and Matho 
the Greek did not know their feet were on the 
earth and I felt as if all the world was singing. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. There’s no truth in that story! 

First SHEPHERD. He made it up in his poor brain. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Where are they now, 
Barnabas? 

BARNABAS (ds if he had just realized where he 
was). Who? 

SECOND SHEPHERD. John and Jacob and Enoch and 
Matho the Greek. 

BARNABAS. John and Jacob and Enoch were old 
men. They are dead; Matho the Greek went 
away and never came back. 

First SHEPHERD. And where are the great kings? 

BARNABAS. They departed. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. And where then is the little 
god? 
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BARNABAS. I do not know. 

First SHEPHERD. Not after all the to-do when He 
was born? 

BARNABAS. They say He went into Egypt. I 
haven’t seen Him since. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Nor heard of Him? 

BARNABAS. No, nor heard of Him. But I'll hear of 
Him. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. I never heard of a god on earth 
who didn’t make some noise amongst me. Gods 
soon let you know they’re there. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Of course this was only a baby 
god. . You can’t expect much from baby gods. 

First SHEPHERD. He ought to have grown up by 
now. 

THIRD SHEPHERD: I'll believe the yarn when I hear 
of the god. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. It’s a pity, Barnabas, you can’t 
think of a new story. Old fables are poor hearing. 

BARNABAS. This is no lie, lads. God was born 
when the star was born and He is on earth. He 
will be hard on all mockers when He comes into 
His own, because He is on earth and hears your 
blasphemy. (With ecstasy.) Soon He will come 
in a flaming chariot and behind Him the white 
legions of angels will carry their spears with the 
eagles of heaven before them, and His enemies 
shall tremble, and His friends shall rejoice. Then 
there will be golden years for Israel and peace 
shall be on earth. Solomon himself will be a poor 
drab thing by the splendour of this god, David 
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was never such a soldier as He will be, and Elijah 
was never such a prophet. Then it will be 
remembered that I saw God first and I shall not 
die until I see that day when His reign shall be 
splendidly established. (BARNABAS has arisen dur- 
ing this speech and stands over the shepherds. 
Far away a horn sounds, and other horns reply, 
the sound growing in volume as the nearest sta- 
tions answer.) Do ye hear all those horns out 
there? That’s how it'll be, I’m telling you. First 
a horn on the farthest hill blowing faintly in the 
night, and then another horn shall take up the tale, 
nearer and nearer itll come, stronger and 
stronger, until at last we'll know them for the 
merry trumpets of God. 


First SHEPHERD. Sit down and don’t be a fool. 


SECOND SHEPHERD. Stop crowing like an old cock. 
THIRD SHEPHERD. You'd be in a bad way if we 
told the priests what you’re saying. 

(BARNABAS sits down wearily at the entrance and 
takes no notice of them. A tired step is heard 
without and ELIAS comes in stumbling over 
BARNABAS as he passes. ELtAs is a jaded, rather 
dissipated young man worn from his travels. He 
throws his cloak and staff on the ground and sits 
before the fire with a tired grunt. The shepherds 
evidently regard him as something of a hero and 
greet him notsily, all speaking together.) 


THE SHEPHERDS. Well if it isn’t Elias! Elias him- 


self! You're back soon, Elias! Run out of coin? 
eh! Elias never could keep money long! Wenches 
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made it fly from his pockets. Unlucky with women 
again! What could you expect with a face like 
his. (The SHEPHERDS sit around the fire.) 

First SHEPHERD. Well, lad, tell us the news. 

(ELIAS grunts.) 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Wenches will ruin you, Elias, 
though Sheitan jerks your dice. 

Eas. It’s as if I’ve had shackles on my shins all 
the way from Jerusalem. Shut up, can’t you, and 
let a man have some peace. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. Money flies fast in Jerusalem. 
Sacrifices are dear. 

SECOND SHEPHERD, Sacrifices didn’t take Elias’ 
money. 

Eias. I paid my dues. 

THIRD SHEPHERD (Jn same tone). And no more. 

Exias. You can’t stay long in Jerusalem on shep- 
herd’s money. There are too many things stirring 
in Jerusalem for a plain man. 

First SHEPHERD. No one would take you for a 
plain man, Elias. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Nice way to come back from a 
feast with your soul in your boots. Fresh as a 
flower I'd be. 

Exras. Aye, you would, you baby lamb! 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Lambs be sweet and innocent 
things. There’s little of the lamb in you. 

(ELIAS grunts.) 

First SHEPHERD. Some folk can’t enjoy them- 
selves though God set the supper. 
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THIRD SHEPHERD. There’s a morrow to every 
feast. 

BARNABAS (Sitting outside the firelight, his profile 
outlined against the opening and speaking to him- 
self). Me and John and Jacob and Enoch and 
Matho the Greek. God was very kind to us. (No 
one takes any notice of him.) 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Elias is sad. Thinking maybe 
of the wenches he quitted. 

First SHEPHERD. Hard for him to come back to the 
likes of us. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. Leave him be. He is full of 
pious thoughts and the glory of the feast is still 
with him. 

EviaAs. What would I be doing with glory? There’s 
no glory when the thing’s done—only sleep. 

FirsT SHEPHERD. Well, lad, there'll be no sleep for 
you till you tell us stay-at- Savane of the doings in 
Jerusalem. 

SECOND SHEPHERD, Is Anas still ruling the roost 
down there? 

Eras. Aye, he’s a great ruler. 

First SHEPHERD. I suppose things were pretty 
quiet with those Romans in the streets? 

Evias. Quiet! It was the most brisk Passover that 
ever I seen. 

BARNABAS. There’s no forgetting a smile like this, 
He was a happy little god. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. Were they fighting the soldiers 
then? 

Evias.. Well, they nearly did only the soldiers gave 
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in and let us have our way. It was over some 
madman they'd got there going round blaspheming, 
saying He was God and the priests were full of 
rage against Him. 

First SHEPHERD. What did they do to Him? 

Evias. They crowned Him king? 

First SHEPHERD. Crowned Him king? 

SECOND SHEPHERD. What made them crown Him 
king? 

Eias. It was a crown of thorns. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. That’s the way to treat such 
fellows. You got to be strict. 

BARNABAS. Bright He was like the springtime. I 
said to Matho the Greek, “He’s a true god!” 
SECOND SHEPHERD. They like their fun down there! 
Evtas. He said He was King of the Jews so they 
said to Him, “We'll make you King of the Jews all 
right,” and they stuck this crown on Him and 

flogged Him. 

First SHEPHERD. You can’t be king down there for 
the asking. 

BARNABAS. All the high kings were bowing down 
to Him. He opened His eyes wide. They were 
like calm seas at noonday. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. I never heard of such a thing 
for a man to up and say He’s King of the Jews! 

THIRD SHEPHERD. And a God at that! 

First SHEPHERD. Well, He got his dues. 

Exias. They didn’t stop there. The Romans 
wanted to let Him go after that but we wouldn’t 
have it. We showed them that we got our feelings 
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as much as them. This fellow had been casting 
out devils and that shows He was a devil more 
than a man. All the Scribes and Pharisees were 
out to put down things like this for good and aye. 
It seems they’d had a lot of trouble with Him. 
They were going round all over the city talking 
about Him and making speeches. “It’s time,” they 
said, “‘we put a stop to this sort of thing—it’ll 
bring God’s wrath on us.”’ There’s only one thing 
to do, they thought. Put Him out of the way. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. An execution! 

THIRD SHEPHERD (Excited). Did they do that? 

BARNABAS. His little hands were like roses in a 
garden. Jacob enjoyed playing with His hands. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. ‘There must have been a real 
exciting time over this fellow. ; 

Evias.. Seemed to be. I didn’t see what they were 
making such a row about. Crucify Him out of 
hand I said—that seemed the best way out to me 
as a plain chap from the country. So they did 
come round to it at last. They got Him out to a 
place they got there, Golgotha, where they do all 
their hangings, and they fixed Him up good and 
tight on a cross and two other fellows along of 
Him who'd been up to something. And they stuck 
a card on Him with “King of the Jews” on it. 

BARNABAS. His laugh was like water on the stones. 
Matho the Greek loved His laugh. 

First SHEPHERD. They got a good sense of 
humour. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. What was His name? 
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Evias. Let’s see. Blamed if I’ve not forgotten. 
Some one from Nazareth I think it was. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. These Nazarenes are always 
up to some mischief. 

BARNABAS. His mother was so proud of Him. 

First SHEPHERD. Did you see the crucifixion? 

Evias. Aye, I turned out for it. Not much sport 
though. He died very quick except for a bit of 
row at the end. He was quite calm about it all. 
Made me sort of ashamed to be going around 
with the others shouting fit to make the dead come 
out of their tombs. 

SECOND SHEPHERD. What was He like to look at? 

Eias. He was a fine looking fellow only cruel 
sad. Many women cried just to look at Him. But 
I didn’t cry. He made me think of a flame—a 
long, thin red flame, strong and fierce and His eyes 
were deeper than the pit of Ebles and wide with 
misery. 

THIRD SHEPHERD. These men always think they 
got the world between their two shoulders. 

First SHEPHERD. The Priests know what’s best for 
us. They handled Him right. 

Exias. Aye, the priests know. No use going 
against the priests, they know all about God. They 
stopped this fellow’s nonsense for Him. 

BARNABAS. ‘He comes to make men happy,” said 
Emoch, “Aye, said. 1, “Any fool can see 
that!” 

Extas: What’s the matter with Barnabas? 

First SHEPHERD. He’s off in his dreams again— 
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nothing to do but let him run on once he’s on about 
his star. 

Evias. So! Well, he'll not keep me awake. 
(Settles himself to sleep. Sleepily.) But it 
wasn’t such sport as you may think, lads, no, it 
wasn’t such great sport at that. 

(SHEPHERDS settle to sleep, curtain begins to fall.) 

BARNABAS. Me and John and Jacob and Enoch and 
Matho the Greek. 


CURTAIN 
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THE WomMAN From Nop. 
Her Two HANDMAIDENS. 
Cain, The Plainsman. 
ABEL, The Shepherd. 
ADAM. 
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THE WOMAN FROM 
~ NOD 


PLACE 


A rough stone hut by a mountain stream. Grim steep moun- 
tain peaks in the distance. Country rocky and devoid of 
all vegetation but weeds, dry grass and a few storm-bent, 
stunted trees. 4 


* TIME 


Late afternoon of a sultry, lowering day. Black clouds hang 
threateningly over the peaks. 


ADAM and EVE are resting by the margin of the 
mountain stream with their anxious gaze fixed 
upon the dark clouds. They appear to be waiting 
for the return of some one. ADAM paces up and 
down restlessly after a few seconds. EVE arises 
but droops wearily and despairingly on the ground. 
They are neatly dressed in finely-dressed soft skins 
made in tunic effect. 


Eve (Drawing near to the restless ADAM). Where 
is our youngest son? Why comes not Cain from 
the valley? I fear the strange quietness brooding 
over the mountains. Why spends Abel so many 
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hours up among the mists of the mountain. What 
seeks he? The storm god will soon ride down 
yon steep mountain side and sweep all before him. 
Dost thou not, beloved, regret leaving the garden, 
our first home? 

ADAM (Angrily, harshly). Cease thy chatter, 
woman. When the dark clouds hide the peaks, 
when the way is rough and lonely, when the crops 
wither under the heat of the sun, know I not what 
thou wilt say from too much repetition. In the 
garden the storm clouds always passed around, in 
the garden thou couldst go down to the beds of 
spices, in the garden thou couldst go and feed 
on the sweet fruit and nuts. In the garden thou 
couldst gather the white lilies and listen to the 
brook singing to the woods all the warm summer’s 
night. How I weary of it. But hast thou for- 
gotten how in the garden thou wouldst keep 
wondering and tormenting me with thy question 
of what lay beyond those encircling hills? How 
thou wouldst wonder where the path of the sun 
and moon and stars led? In the garden, the fruit 
stood ripe about thee but how often during the day 
wouldst thou climb to the height and gaze upon 
the forbidden fruit. Hush thy chatter about the 


garden. 
Eve (Listlessly . . . peering up toward the moun- 
tain... paying little attention to ADAM'S tirade). 


Aye, talkest thou of the garden? (ADAM glow- 
ers.) Where are our sons? Didst thou notice 
that the brows of our first born, Cain, have been 
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dark and lowering as yon mountain’s peak? From 
early morning he toils and sweats down in the 
valleys to gather a large harvest that there 
shall be no want. He grudges the time our 
Abel spends among the mists of the mountains. 
But wast thou talking of the garden? (ADAM 
turns about impatiently.) Aye, I would be in the 
garden at an hour like this. There is a strange 
beating in my heart at some unknown danger. 
Three times this moon the floods have swept down 
the mountain side and driven us to the cold dark 
caves. And we have made a camp fire at the 
entrance and seen the glare of the wild beast’s 
eyes and trembled for our sons who came strag- 
gling in from the outer darkness. I do now not 
wonder what lay beyond the encircling hills: it 
is danger and death, toil and privation. I would 
wish them in the garden to gather the lilies, and 
eat the sweet fruits and nuts while the storms and 
beasts were without. But deeper is the wish than 
that. (Timidly, clasping his hand, whispering.) 
Dost thou not grieve for the lost PRESENCE 
in the garden? 

ApaM (Recoiling, agitated, throws out his arms in 
despair). UHush thou, woman! 

Eve. He walked in the garden at this hour, in the 
cool of the evening. At this hour the PRESENCE 
brooded over the garden. At this hour while He 
walked in His garden, I heard and understood 
the song of the evening stars, but now I hear that 
music no more. I felt a living, breathing fragrance 
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from the flowers. The wind whispered of the 
glory of creation, the mystery of time and mur- 
mured of the far outer spaces. And now. 

ApamM (Wildly). Hush, woman. 

Eve (Supplicating, moving nearer, clasping him 
again about the knees). Beloved. We know now 
the meaning of the curse. And there is a fear 
in my heart we are about to know more of its 
terrible significance. It is not the rocky path, nor 
the hunger, darkness and the bitter cold and heat. 
It is not the storms, the floods, or the wild beasts. 
Our children, flesh of our flesh, bone of our bone; 
our children, whom we love dearer than the breath 
we draw, they will never see, feel or know the 
wonder of the PRESENCE, we saw, felt and 
knew in the garden. This is the curse we hand 
down to all born of woman. But there is that 
strange promise to bear us up. (EVE goes to the 
river's margin and peers again at the mountain 
peaks.) Beloved, thinkest thou that Abel seeks 
the PRESENCE up among the mountain mists? 
Why is the brow of Cain so dark and why harvests 
he the valley crops so feverishly. We have told 
him of the abundance the PRESENCE provided 
in the garden. 

AvaM (Wearily). Thou bendest like a weed before 
the blast. Thou thinkest the dark thoughts in 
thy mind continually. Thou chirpest like a dying 
bird carried down by the torrent. I would go on, 
follow new trails into the beyond, fight my way 
against the blasts, outwit the wild beasts, ford the 
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swollen rivers, build shelter and force the arid earth 
to give me food. Feel the contentment of rest 
after toil, the glow of triumph after struggle. And 
my heart is hopeful that in so doing we may again 
come to the garden and find the PRESENCE. 
For why should He dwell but in a narrow garden? 
It may be after long wanderings He has for the 
children of men a larger and fairer garden. But 
what a bleating helpmate thou art. Is not my path 
thy path and thou must follow? 

Eve (Timidly, supplicatingly). 1 tremble not, be- 
loved. Whither thou goest, I will go. It is for 
the sons I fear. 

ADAM (Consoling her). Nay, it is but for Abel 
thou needst fear. Restless he paces at night under 
the stars and he thinks not as he should of the 
wild beasts that prowl. He rises early to see the 
light break on the Eastern hills. At sunset, he 
sits quietly on the mountain crag like an eagle and 
watches the sun set and the earth below fade into 
gloom and darkness. He hunts the little lambkins 
in the storms and faces the wild beasts. Nought 
cares he for the jagged rocks and the thorns. 
Greater would be his gain if he remained in the 
plains or the valley with his brother Cain where 
food is quickly gotten and brought in. 

Eve. Who cometh here? Three women? Like 
human kind they are but they are not of us. 

(Enter the WoMAN FROM Nop and two hand- 
maidens. They are lightsome, childish nymphs, 
clad in shimmery diaphanous clothing of vivid 
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colors. Their long hair streams behind them as 
they merrily glide into the scene. They good- 
naturedly mock and laugh at ADAM and EVE and 
their stone cottage and leather tunics.) 

THE WOMAN FROM THE LAND oF Nop. Who art 
thou? Dost thou dwell in these heaps of stones? 
The rich plains of the Land of Nod lies just be- 
yond those hills. (Laughs merrily.) All day long 
we followed the silver stream until here it became 
an angry mountain flow. All day long we chased 
the golden bird and it flew to yon rocky heights. 
(To ApdAM.) Come down to the rich, sunny 
plains. There are couches of down and pretty, 
painted- handmaidens to wait upon thee and thy 
woman. Their garments are white and of the 
odor of the lilies of the valley. Ah, thou art 
stronger than the men of Nod. Thy hair is like 
the ravens. (Dances like an impish creature.) 
Come down to the sun-drenched plains where the 
princess will give thee fine linens and her maidens 
dance in the garden of fountains for thee. Our 
houses are of marble and the barns of stone. . . . 

Eve (Fearful, startled, comes slowly forward and 
puts herself between ADAM and the three women). 
Art thou of those creatures that inherit the plains? 
Before our time thy parents were. Thou inherited 
the richness of the earth. In the beginning, thou 
and thy kind, creatures of the senses, were given 
dominion over the earth, over the beast, the tree, 
and the herb. In the beginning thou and _ thy 
people were before the PRESENCE breathed 
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into man the breath of eternal life and gave unto 
mana soul. But go thy way. We can have naught 
to do with thee. 

THE WoMAN FROM Nop (Laughing merrily, mock- 
ingly... The two maidens perform a wild, wanton 
dance as she speaks). Of what speakest thy 
woman? Aye, we are creatures of the senses. 
Come down to our land and let me show my 
people what I found in the mountains, while I 
chased the golden bird and followed the stream 
to its source. (The maidens chant.) Wouldst 
thou dance to the sweet harps? Come down then 
to the garden of roses and fountains. White and 
gleaming are the beds of lilies by the river paths. 
Softly blow the winds over the plains in the cool 
starlight. Cool are the marble halls and the court- 
yards under the mid-day sun. Soft are the couches 
and the resting places in the land. There are none 
so skilful as the maidens of Nod in making the 
sweet wine. All is lovely save death in the land 
of Nod and thou canst forget it there. What if 
the wild beasts descend from the mountains and 
carry off thy loved one! More tender will be 
the eyes and softer the arms of lovelier maidens. 

(Enter CAIN and ABEL. CAIN is a tall, strong, 
swarthy, sullen-browed man. He stops abruptly 
and stares at the three women. He appears 
fascinated and seems to be irresistibly drawn to 
the WoMAN FROM Nop. ABEL is slighter, fair, 
blue eyed, sunny disposition. He gazes casually at 
the women. They have no attraction for him.) 
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Cain (Deeply agitated). Art thou woman? Can 
woman be fair and sweet as thou? Whence 
cometh thou? Aye, thou must be from the Land 
of Nod. Only thy people and my people inhabit 
the earth. But what a wrong hast been done to 
thee. I believed thou wert of the creature crea- 
tion. Thou appearest as pure as the flowers of 
spring. I would touch thee. (7HE WOMAN FROM 
Nop glides toward him and caresses his hand.) 
Aye, soft and caressing is thy touch as that of 
the gentle rain upon the withered flowers. 

Eve (Jn an alarmed tone). WHearken not to the 
creatures. Soulless are they. 

THe Woman From Nop (Triumphantly, mocking 
Eve. Throws her arms about CAIN’s neck as she 
smiles at Eve). ‘Thou art Cain. Strong as the 
mountain lion. Dark are thy locks as the ravens. 
Mysterious thou art as the deep waters. I would 
have thee come with me to the Land of Nod and 
show thee to my people. Thou wilt not have to 
toil and sweat as on these mountains. There the 
storms will not wash away thy harvests. Filled 
are our store houses with food and precious things. 
The women will prepare for thee the roasted 
meat and make sweet cakes of fine wheat and 
honey. The Princess will smile upon thee and 
give thee wealth and power for stronger and 
comelier and craftier art thou than the men of 
Nod. 

ABEL (Pleasantly, casually). Why tarry thou here 
with thy maidens? The storm will soon be upon 
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thee but thou hast fleet mounts hidden beyond the 
hill and can fly before it. (The handmaidens glide 
toward ABEL chanting.) 

THe Woman From Nop. Fleet horses we have and 
there is a mount to carry thee to the plains. Thy 
voice is as pleasant as the softly flowing water, thy 
eyes as blue as the limpid pools, thy limbs are 
white and shapely and thy hair as the ripened 
wheat’s color. Come thou also for we weary of 
the men of Nod. Ah, thou smilest. Then thou 
wouldst lead us to our mounts for we fear the 
wild beasts and the storm and the approaching 
darkness. 

CaINn (Angrily). Smiles he on thee? 

THe WoMAN FROM Nop. Aye, he smiles. 

ABEL (Pleasantly). Why tarry thou here so long? 
I would that thou would take to thy fleet mounts 
and fly before the storm. Thou wouldst be like 
the butterflies caught in the rain. I go to build 
my sheep-pen and take care of the sheep. It would 
have been done ere now if thou and thy chatter 
had not hindered me in the mountain. Wouldst 
thou quickly take thy departure. 

(The maidens perform a sinuous, snaky dance in 
mockery before him.) 

THE Woman FroM Nop (Changes suddenly. Her 
features become ugly and convulsed with disap- 
pointment and hate. She hisses at ABEL, gliding 
quickly to his side, her back toward CAIN). Fool 
thou art. Thou and thy kind. Brother to the 
beast. Thou would climb steep mountains paths. 
Thou would carry in thy arms the bleating lambs 
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when thou couldst have the soft arms and tender 
glances of the maidens of my land. We fear the 
wild beasts and death. Wouldst thou leave us to 
our fate? 

(CAIN approaches ABEL, menacingly). 

ABEL (Unaffectedly). Thou knowest the wild beasts 
cannot hurt thee. Thy mounts are near at hand. 
Thy hunters wait for thee below. Thou wouldst 
not risk danger. “Thou guardest thy soft flesh as 
carefully as thou carest for it and perfumeth it. 
Go forth and chase the golden butterflies or the 
golden birds or aught that takes thy fancy. We 
are not of thy people. Foolish would be any man 
to follow thy aimless flittings. 

THE WoMAN FROM Nop (Changes her mood sud- 
denly. Turns to CAIN, appealingly. Would draw 
him away.) Thou wouldst come to my people and 
to the plains. (EVE grasps CAIN’s hand as if she 
would hold him. CAIN wrenches himself violently 
away from all the women and stands sullenly 
aside. She goes up to him and speaks softly and 
tenderly.) Aye, thou wouldst come. Sun and 
rain never fail in the fertile fields of Nod. In 
peace, plenty and security thou wouldst live and 
I will be thy woman and dance with thee in the 
garden of roses and fountains. 

ADAM (Sternly). Hush, woman. Our first born 
cannot forget his place in the scheme of creation. 
Get thee gone. 

(CAIN stalks out angrily and follows the woman. 
ABEL follows them but turns.) 
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ABEL. Have no care, my mother. He and I will 
go and offer sacrifice on the altars we have built 
to our God. Perchance the path of the storm 
will not be this way. 

(The light has been failing and now becomes dusky. 
ADAM and EVE light the camp fire and sit huddled 
and anxious by it.) 

ApvaM. ‘Thou art right, woman. ’Tis for our sons 
we fear. Our sons and all the children of men. 
On them will the curse and danger and temptation 
fall. As for us, we will go over the rough moun- 
tain paths, seeking the PRESENCE. But there 
must be no union of our sons with the children 
of Nod. Defeated would be the purpose and 
clouded the vision of the human race. Blown like 
thistledown are they in search of pleasure, luxury 
and change. ‘They will scatter misery like the ripe 
tumbleweed blown across the fields. 

Eve (Creeping up to him). Believest thou that 
our sons are sacrificing at their altars? The night 
cometh quickly. 

THE WoMAN FROM Nop (Triumphantly, in devilish 
glee dances in). 1 have marked them for my 
own. Fairer are they than the sons of Nod, 
stronger of limb, quicker of brain and braver of 
heart. Cain have I set my mark upon, and as 
for Abel, my words keep ringing in his ears, and 
the picture of the plains torment him as he toils 

. in vain on the mountains. 

ApvaM (Angrily). Fool thou art and blind. ‘They 
belong to the mountains. How can they forget 
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what they have seen on the heights. What can 
they sce on the plains? Wide is the horizon from 
the heights, clear all earth’s contours, hills, plains, 
valleys, and rivers. From the heights only can 
they read the riddle of nature, and its purpose, 
and meaning will unfold before them. ‘This will 
be the torment on the plains that they have lost 
the vision. 

Eve (Pleadingly). Wilt thou not leave? 

THre WoMaAN FROM Nop (Fflisses and backs out with 
a snake-like motion). 1 go and return not this 
way again. How I hate thee and thy kind. Cold 
thou art and ugly as death. Thou knowest not 
that death of the senses is the death of life. Thou 
would have us dance the dance of death and sing 
its song. (Withdraws.) 

Eve (Wearily). Wilt thou go and seek the sons? 

AvbAM. How hard and rough and uncertain the path 
doth seem after such a visit. Hard will be thy 
bed and scanty the food, woman. Soft will be 
the couches and delicate the food of the children 
of Nod. Gentle will be the rain and fertile the 
ground. Numberless the cattle and sheep. On 
and upward and upward we and our children must 
go, toiling, braving, suffering, fighting, yearning, 
seeking and perchance never finding. Danger and 
death will always beset us. 

Eve (Caressing him... softly). Aye, but we 
may escape the death without, but not the death 
within. Aye, I know now the PRESENCE dwells 


not only in the garden and there are other gardens 
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waiting for man to enter beyond yon rims of earth. 
(She gives a little cry of relief as CAIN comes 
staggering in but her cry is changed to a wail as 
she sees that ABEL does not accompany him.) 

ApvAM. Where is thy brother, Abel. 

Cain. Am I my brother’s keeper? Returneth he 
not from those women? 

Eve (Horror-stricken). Where is my son? 

CAIN. Did he not say he would go and sacrifice ? 

Eve (Clasping her arms about his neck... sup- 
plicatingly). Where is my son, thy brother Abel? 

CAIN (Defiantly but in agony of fear and remorse). 
Thy son lies by the altar he built. Slain. The 
God he sought stretched forth not his hand to 
save him. Perchance the mountain lion hath slain 
him. Wilt thou bring the body in? ( Trembling.) 
Have I seen death? Brought I it about? Is that 
lifeless body, Abel? 

AvaM (Broken and bowed). His blood crieth from 
the ground. What hast thou brought to the earth? 
Will it be that all down through the ages the 
innocent will be found slain by the altars they 
built to the PRESENCE they seek on the moun- 
tains? Thy crime drives thee forth. Go. (EVE 
utters a cry and sinks to the ground.) 

THE WoMAN FROM Nop (Enters but stays in the 
background). Come, I will teach thee to forget. 
Roses we strew on blood-stained ground and sweet 
our songs to the strong and brave over the graves 
of the slain. Thou hast shown thy power. Come. 
Thou shall put thy heel on the necks of men for 
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craftier and stronger art thou than they. In 
power and wealth, song and dance wilt thou forget. 
Thou shalt beget strong sons to whom to bequeath 
thy substance and place. Come and forget thy 
days on the mountain heights. 

CAIN (Defiantly, despairingly). Aye, I must go. But 
hatred and fear of me shall there be in the plains 
but none dare touch me for I wear the brand of 
Cain. Stronger and craftier am I than they. 
Weary shall I be of thy beauty, dance and chatter. 
Weary of thy brothers and thy people. I love 
thee but shall not a man learn to hate the love 
that drags him down? Perchance I may forget. 
Aye, the blood, the blood crieth from the ground. 
Let the vision of thy loveliness blot out the sight 
of those blood-stained locks. Thy soft flesh, the 
touch of his cold, clammy hands. (Violently.) 
Nay, in the struggle among thy people to get and 
hold of the abundance of the plain can I forget. 

(CAIN leaves despairingly led by THE WOMAN FROM 
Nop who smiles in triumph. Eve weeps quietly.) 

Eve. Aye, the curse, beloved. Will its workings 
never cease? We are alone once more. 

ApAM. We'll bury Abel, flesh of our flesh, bone of 
our bone, by the Altar he built to the PRESENCE 
he sought, and on we must go over the mountain 
trails. How can we stop for the storm? Seeking, 
suffering for what we have lost, what we have 
driven away by our own thoughts and deeds. 
There will go with us the promise. There will 
go with Cain, with the blood wet on his hands, 
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that same promise. He will give a soul to the 
generations of the plains. And out from the 
bickering, the trading, the fighting, the murdering 
and the revellings, there will come a steady stream 
of those who would turn their backs on the plains 
and on the mountain paths seek what man has 
lost. They, with our children yet unborn, will 
seek the mountain paths, the mists, the heights, 
seeking to unfold the mystery of the earth which 
lay below them. Aye, we must bury our dead 
and set out into the night and the storm. (They 
go out into the darkness, hand in hand.) 
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